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PENTHOUSE 


With summertime holidays in 
mind, Penthouse this month packs 
in more reading matter, including 
an important long interview with 
Congressman Allard Lowenstein, 
some absorbing recollections of 
early underground movie-making 
by Walter Gutman, and a verbatim 
report of a lively student debate on 
women's liberation involving 
Penthouse humorist Henry 
Morgan. The Lowenstein  inter- 
view is conducted by the star of 
radio's Barry Farber Show (WOR 
710), which is heard from Nova 
Scotia to Georgia and west to 
[ndiana. Standing 6ft Zins (former 
all-state wrestling and boxing 
champion) and conversing in 21 
languages, as he once demon- 
strated on his show, 40-year-old 
Farber is known for his versatility, 
and produces a regular column in 
a New York daily. Versatility is also 
the word for Walter K. Gutman, last 
encountered in these pages when 
he wrote his memorable article 
(May) on crime and _ inflation. 
This time financial commentator 
Gutman reveals another side to 
his talents: his pioneer involve- 


ment in underground movies, on 
which he discourses in his unique 
personal style. Another kind of 
underground reported in this issue 
is the pseudonymous writing of 
pornography by women. Dis- 
coverer of this phenomenon is 
Uta West, a former editor of 
Olympia Press andBee-line Books, 
who profiles some of these petti- 
coat pornographers and examines 
their motives..Mother of a four- 
year-old daughter, she is now a 
freelance writer and is writing a 
book about, inevitably, women. 
From pornography to permissive- 
ness is sometimes held to be an 
ever-shorter step, and those of this 
persuasion may be confirmed in 
their view by the frank stills we 
publish from the movie Leo the 
Last, starring no less than Marcello 
Mastroianni, Italy's — enduring 
heartthrob. Ambitiously and artisti- 
cally photographed, the movie has 
received mixed reviews, despite 
striking effects achieved by filming 
the water scenes against black, 
grey or white backgrounds to 
highlight the colors of the actors’ 
skins. 
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A Gentleman's Cologne 4 oz. 5.00, 8 oz. 8.00, Spray Cologne 5.00, After Shave Lotion 4 oz, 3.50, 8 oz. 6.00. 
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PENTHOUSE 


FORUM 


in which editors and readers discuss topics arising out of 
Penthouse, its contents, its aspirations, and its areas of 
interest. Letters for publication should carry name and 
address (in capitals, please), though these may be with- 
held by the Editor on request. Send to Penthouse Forum, 
Penthouse International Ltd., 1560 Broadway, New York, 
N.Y. Correspondents will be asked to confirm authorship 
by signing and returning a verification form. Views pub- 
lished are not necessarily endorsed editorially. 


Consumer report 

Today | just finished reading the April issue of 
Penthouse in its entirety. It is one of the best 
magazines | have ever read. The articles are 
most informative and interesting. 7he Why of 
My Lai by Col. William R. Corson is the best 
article Written on the alleged massacre. Since | 
am now in Vietnam, this article was of special 
interest to me. The article points out many 
factors that are overlooked, seemingly, by many 
who should be concerned with getting a// the 
facts before trials and courts-martials are 
completed. And many of the facts would, most 
probably, shock a majority of the American 
people. 

The interview with René Cassin, recipient of 
the Nobel Peace Prize, was enlightening and 
rewarding to read. It is good to know that such 
dedicated men are devoting their time and 
effort to world peace. | find myself having 
similar views to M. Cassin’‘s. 

The remaining articles were interesting and 
tended to make one think deeper into reasons 
and reasoning of why and how, e.g., The Sexua/ 
Criminal and Hemp and Hucksters, along with 
more lighthearted reading. My thanks to all 
your staff for compiling such an interesting, 
intriguing and informative work of art—John L. 
Stephens (address withheld), Vietnam. 


The Why of My Lai 

With reference to your article The Why of My 
Lai, your Colonel forgets that battalion 
commanding officers, company commanders, 
etc, all get brownie points with brigade com- 
manders who get brownie points from regi- 
mental or divisional commanders—all based on 
what the big wigs call ‘“body count”. This is the 
number of dead Vietcong claimed by the 
company. 

To most of the field-grade and flag-grade 
officers, “‘body count’ includes anything 
which remotely resembles an oriental person: 
male, female, adult, child, South Vietnamese, 
Vietcong or civilian. Again, most majors and 


above do not visit battles or battle sites except 
to orbit in a Huey or Loh at 500 ft. In several of 
the units, companies would spend time in the 
fields rifting around until a predetermined 
number of Vietcong were killed. Some of the 
poor bastards | served with saw a base camp 
four or five times in a year. But if you killed a 
specified number of Vietcong (i.e. oriental 
types) you got a three-day stand-down. “Get 
me brownie points with the next man up and | 
get you out of the Toolies.” 

Blowing the guts out of a Vietnamese so my 
battalion commander would look good or else 
getting my ass shot off is not my idea of any- 
one’s privilege. Let the people who want to 
fight in the Republic of Vietnam pick up their 
M-16 and prod the boonies. Let the glory 


8 PENTHOUSE 


hounds and hawks get their butts bloodied. 
Maybe then they wouldn't be so quick to 
volunteer me and mine next time. 

Do not use my name as | have no wish to 
become secure in the local jail any more than | 
wish the security of the local graveyard.— 
President of the “Yossxrian Lives’ Society 
(name and address withhe. ‘), Vietnam. 


Not his type 

Your sans-serif typefaces are fatiguing. How do 
you expect people to read your articles if 
they're illegible. Please hire someone who 
knows print communications before you go 
broke. 

| realize sans-serif faces are ‘‘arty’’. | like them 
myself when used properly, but they will never 
do for long text copy. Never. 

Otherwise, | like your magazine.—Michae/ 
Breslin (address withheld). 

Legibility has a lot to do with what one is used 
to. Sans-serifs permit larger text type without 
using more space. They are also clearer—two 
reasons why they are gaining ground, especially 
in Europe, both for reading text and for 
directories.—Ed. 


Easy riders 

! would like to comment on Whee/s by Ben 
Stanhope, in your May issue. It was very good, 
but you omitted a few noteworthy motorcycles. 
They are the Honda Four (750cc 4-cylinder 
4-stroke cycle engine), Kawasaki Mach 111 
(3-cylinder 2-stroke cycle engine), BSA Rocket 
Three (750cc 3-cylinder 4-stroke cycle engine), 
Triumph Trident (750cc 3-cylinder 4-stroke 
cycle engine). 

All of these are high performance “‘Super- 
bikes” of the ‘70s. Also the much rumored 
but yet to be released Kawasaki Four (which 
will do the quarter-mile in 11 seconds, stock). 
This summer consider me a 1/450,000 on a 
Mach 111. | enjoyed your article and look 
forward to more in the future. 

| think you have an excellent magazine. 
Love your pictures. | find reading the letters on 
corporal punishment sexually stimulating as | 
have always found the sight of a female 
bottom especially enticing. | never find women 
especially attractive in boots but your magazine 
has completely converted me.—A/bert Fontanes, 
Southern Bivd., New York, N.Y. 10459. 


Go for bust 

Congratulations on your April front cover and 
centerfold. It was good to see you show a girl's 
bosom of commendable size and her delightful 
womanhood. At first glance, a thoughtful 
observer will always testify that an attractive 
damsel who is abundantly developed in the 
breast area has no superior in the fulfilling art 
of sexual enjoyment. Women with small breasts 
are inadequate to total physical satisfaction. 

With a large-breasted woman, her sex 
partner is lucky enough to be able to experience 
a sexual relationship that will reach far beyond 
existing borders or heights of physical and 
mental sexual experiences; to be able to 
smother himself between her breasts, to have 
something to play with when he gets bored. 
He will be completely satisfied and still have 
some left there waiting for him. Don’t knock ‘em 
if you haven't tried ‘em ! 

There exist numerous females capable of 
unknown ecstasies, and these women are easy 
to find because their properties ‘stick out in a 
crowd’.—H.C.B. (name withheld), Catlin 
Avenue, Rumford, Rhode (sland. 


Cleaver verbatim 
| would like to comment on Robert Burnell’s 
remarks about Eldridge Cleaver in your May 
issue. He states that Cleaver isn't a fugitive. 
| would like to know his definition of a person 
who: runs from the law. A patriot? A hero? 
Also Robert Burnell seems to be very proud 
of the fact that he has been in prison. I've 
never known this to be any great honor. 
R. Burnell must have been off on some pipe 
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dream when he discussed the operating pro- 
cedures of the Police Department. People of his 
calibre have all the questions but no answers. 

| am 21, white and far from an All-American 
right-winger and proud of it. If | led a life like 
that of Robert Burnell, | wouldn't be proud 
either. Mr. Burnell, you haven't awakened— 
you've gone into a trance—Grey Humbre, 
Violet Avenue, Hicksville, N.Y. 17807. 


Sound of dissent 

| wish Mr. Guthrie Bester (Sounds, May) 
would get off his cloud and stop sending such 
groups as Jeff Beck and Quicksilver into 
damnation. The Jeff Beck group was one of the 
best British blues lineups around (for its short 
duration) and Jeff Beck was, and still is, one 
of the best blues guitarists in the world. Sure, 
the group had their personality hassles and 
eventually broke up but they were far from 
the untalented scene. 

Also Quicksilver Messenger Service is far 
from overrated. Quicksilver is one of the most 
refreshing groups of the past few years. It’s 
about time we started getting away from the 
political music (Doors, Steppenwolf) and got 
some new sounds. Just listen to their music, 
it's so damn down-to-earth. Look at Who Do 
You Love (Happy Trails), with such lyrics as 
“Walked 47 miles of barbed wire, got a brand- 
new house by the roadside made out of 
rattlesnake hide’ and try Mona with “Gonna 
tell you Mona what I’m gonna do/Gonna build 
a house next door to you/ .... When | 
come out on the front/Girl you oughta listen 
to my heart going bumpity bump/Need you 
baby and it ain't no lie/Girl without your 
loving I'll surely die’. They even play “Happy 


Trails'’—remember, that old Dale Evans number. 
Now if that ain't American | don’t know what is. 
It's as American as Mom's apple pie, a hot dog 
at the ball park, and the gir! next door. 

Of course | must admit that | am biased in 
my opinion of Quicksilver. They are just so 
damn together it bends my mind. Perhaps if 
Mr Bester would see them live he might realize 
that Quicksilver Messenger Service is far from 
a “seemingly inhospitable musical environ- 
ment’.—Bruce Osborn, Millersville State 
College, Millersville, Pa. 


Hooray for Henry, etc. 

At last there’s a magazine on the market to 
provide legitimate competition for our own 
dear Playboy. | find Penthouse quite refreshing. 
Your magazine shows taste, honesty, and good 
humor. | always enjoy the dry, subtle wit of 
Henry Morgan. 

And the girls are divine! My own favorites 
are ‘Kip’ Pearce, Ulla Lindstrom, and Kelly 
McQueen. | have every American issue except 
January, and | have that on order. Not one of 
the several male and female students | have 
shown my copies of Penthouse to have failed 
to enjoy them. All my friends want to borrow 
them so often | have a difficult time keeping 
track of them. 

One thing, though. More often than not, 
your Forum seems to be comprised of letters 
from voyeurs, sadists, and the like. Experi- 
mentation is great and | think more marriages 
could be saved today by the use of a little 
imagination in bed, but it seems. slightly 
incredible that such a great proportion of your 
mail would be letters of this type. 

Keep the Pets coming and don’t ever fire 


Henry Morgan.—C. 7. (name withheld), East 
Carolina University, Greenville, N.C. 


Pet partisans 

Your May Pet of the Month, Benedikte 
Andersen, just has to be the most perfect 
female that | have ever seen. | could not believe 
that a creature of such beauty existed. Keep up 
the good work in finding these “rare birds’’.— 
Kenneth M. Shanesy, Midlothian, Illinois 
60445. 


| am now serving an 18-month tour of Europe. 
| have been reading Penthouse and | think it is 
fantastic. One thing that | have always held in 
my heart is some beautiful woman. | knew that 
Penthouse would come through, as you did in 
the May issue. | think the cover photo of lovely 
Benedikte Andersen captured her natural 
beauty. In my opinion she is the most beautiful 
Pet Penthouse has chosen so far. 

She has made a tremendous contribution to 
my never-ending search for the world’s most 
beautiful woman. | really don’t know why, but 
| named her “Joan of Arc’. | think it was 
because of her name and her unsurpassed 
beauty. | would also like to thank her parents 
for a job well done!—Gary S. (name and 
address withheld), Mannheim, W. Germany. 


Standard sizes 

In your May issue Mr. L.M.C. was asking for 
statistics to compare with his own size, because 
his wife told him he was “small”. He gave his 
measurements as 54 inches long and 4'5/,, 
inches in diameter, if I’m not mistaken. 
Gentlemen, if this man has a 415/,,-inch 
diameter penis and his wife told him he is 
“small”, his wife must be of gigantic propor- 


You could have a number of soo reasons a you and your wife shout . 
bear the responsibility for planning your family. And before you have | 
another, consider an alternative... Trojan brand prophylactics. They're 
safe, certain, unforgettable and, of course, have no dangerous side. 
effects, Plan your family the man’s way. Ask your pharmacist for Trojans, 
or for greater sensitivity, Trojan brand Guardian and Naturalamb.« 


oungs Drug Products Corporation 
: venue, Piscataway, New Jere O86 
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tions ! Have you ever stopped and thought how 
large a penis with a 41§/,,-inch diameter is ? 
[t's monstrous ! 

This figure was either a mistake or was 
meant to be a circumference measurement, in 
which case the diameter would be about 1.57 
inches (if my slide rule and plane geometry are 
correct). If so, his wife is justified in her 
accusations.—S// Maguad, Tenaya Hall, Cal 
Poly, San Luis Obispo, Cal. 


No to noses 

| enjoy your magazine immensely. Pubic hair is 
wonderful: it should be made public. But what 
| really want to know is this: Do you actually 
weed through letters and print just the most 
bizarre 2 | mean, how can a guy obtain more 
pleasure from a wet raincoat than from the 
complete woman? But the letter which really 
won the prize was the one on “Nasal Arousal” 
in your April issue. 

Of course, anyone who really digs a chick 
kisses her nose, along with eyes, ears, neck, 
armpits, and—God forbid—even her mouth, 
during foreplay. Mr. Harris seems to believe he's 
discovered something completely new—has he 
ever considered elbows or kneecaps? Just 
wait!—S. M. Williams, Heidelberg, West 
Germany. 

There's nose accounting for tastes! —Ed. 


Spice of life 

| have followed your magazine since its first 
American edition last September and in my 
opinion, there is no comparison between 
Penthouse and Playboy. Playboy is thick, dull, 
“plastic”, and far from being worth one dollar 
per copy. On the other hand Penthouse has 
brought a new energy to the American 


magazine scene. It is honestly witty, bright, 
open, and kinky enough to be very erotic. 

Some of your letter writers seem to think that 
your magazine is filthy and disgusting because 
of nudity, fetishisms, and ‘‘sex perversions’. | 
can only say that | don’t understand this kind 
of letter writer. They are just as unreal as the 
people they say are perverted. Variety is just as 
necessary in sex as in any other area of life. The 
so-called sex deviates are merely taking hold 
of variety. 

Please continue with your excellent magazine. 
| especially enjoyed pages 46-7 of your May 
edition. The auto-erotic connotations were 
appreciated and the clear view of pubic hair 
was refreshing.—Warren C. Peirce //I, Fourth 
Avenue, Haddon Heights, N.J. 


Auto-erotic 

In your May issue, Stan H. wrote how his girl 
friend performed fellatio which climaxed at 
120 miles per hour in his Boss Mustang. 
| wonder how he was able to keep his car 
accelerated up to, and during the climax or 
even to see where he was going? | should 
think that these extra activities would detract 
from the enjoyment of the main attraction.— 
G.H. (name and address withheld), Baltimore, 
Ma. 27209. 


Pain and pleasure 
| first started reading your magazine when | was 
in Vietnam. | found that the letters regarding 
spanking really turned me on, which | wrote 
to my wife, but she wrote back telling me | was 
a pervert. 
{ don’t know why it turns me on, and | don’t 
feel | could ever ask a girl to take me over her 
CONTINUED ON-PAGE 84 
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Enjoy Great Tapes — at Great Savings! 


NOW . .. start a library of today’s greatest Stereo 8 hits by 
today’s biggest stars . . . at top savings! Choose from such re- 
nowned labels as RCA, Warner Bros., Reprise, London, Atlantic, 
Atco, Mercury—in every music category. Just look at these 
exclusive membership benefits: 

+ Start savings RIGHT NOW! Choose FIVE tapes for only $6.95 
(worth up to $49.75 based on suggested manufacturers’ list 
prices... optional with dealers). After trial membership, receive 
one tape of equivalent value FREE for every two you buy at 
regular Club price (usually $6.95)—a 3344% average saving! 
+ All tapes guaranteed. The Club’s own Warranty unconditionally 
guarantees you perfect tapes for one year after purchase, re- 
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+ Enjoy a charge account! We’ll open a ‘“‘pay later” account in 
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« Keep posted! Monthly MEDLEY brings news of almost 300 
Stereo 8 releases, featuring a Selection of the Month. If you 
want this tape, do nothing—it will be shipped automatically. If 
you want other tapes, or no tapes, indicate your choice on the 
card always provided, and return it by the date specified. 

+ Send no money! Just choose 5 of the 61 top-label hits shown 
here; we’ll bill you $6.95 plus small shipping-service charge 
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WIEW FROM THE TOD 


Arad ica | program 


Radicals! Rebels! Revolution- 
aries! Are you fed up with that 
complaint from the Establishment 
about how all you want to do is 
tear things down but never build 
anything better in their place ? Are 
you sick of hearing charges that 
you don’t have a program of your 
own ? And reminders that you can't 
tell one revolution from another 
without a program ? 

Well, relax. We've got a program 
for you. And we offer it free of legal 
obligation of encumbrance. 

Part of it, regular readers will 
recall, was offered in this space a 
couple of issues back. There we 
recommended reorganizing the 
U.S. Senate so its members would 
no longer represent states (a 
mythical concept) but speak in- 
stead for constituencies of reality 
and relevance like Labor, Educa- 
tion, Racial Minorities and Key 
Industries, etc. That, frankly, was 
only the beginning of our Program. 
This time we’re ready to spring the 
really fundamental part. 

It may be a little too far-out for 
some of you radicals, but bear with 
us. It goes to the nub of the only 
reason (or excuse) for the exist- 
ence of any government, as stated 
by a leading revolutionary of two 
centuries ago, Tom Jefferson of 
Virginia—who did have a program. 

The reason governments are in- 
stituted among men in the first 
place, he said, is to secure three 
basic rights. According to his com- 
mittee’s first draft of the Declara- 
tion of Independence, those rights 
were listed as: “Life, Liberty and 
Property.” As chairman, however, 
young Tom scratched out the 
word “Property” and replaced it 
with “The Pursuit of Happiness.”’ 

Okay. Those three rights, as 
amended, are the ones which 
governments exist to secure. And 
whenever any government be- 
comes destructive of those ends, 
he went on to say, “It is the right of 
the people to alter or to abolish it, 
and to institute new government 

. . in such form as to them shall 
seem most likely to effect their 
Safety and Happiness.” 

Notice he didn't say the govern- 


ment had to be torn down by 
violence. The alternative was to 
alter it. 

Our Program consists of a 
drastic alteration. We propose to 
completely reorganize the Execu- 
tive Branch, so as to put it back on 
the track originally suggested. 

What we do plan to abolish are 
all the current unnecessary de- 
partments, like Commerce, Agri- 
culture, Labor, Transportation and 
the rest, and replace them with 
only the following three : 

The Department of Life 

The Department of Liberty 

The Department of the Pursuit 
of Happiness. 

The reasoning, you'll find on 
careful examination, is sound. In 
practice, the Departments of Com- 
merce and Agriculture,for example, 
operate today in such a way as to 
be destructive of our rights to Life 
and Happiness by destroying our 
environment. So it becomes our 
duty to alter those forms in favor 
of Life and its enjoyment. 

The first duty of the Secretary of 
Life, of course, will be to keep as 
many Americans as possible alive. 

Serving directly under him will 
be an Undersecretary of Peace, an 
Undersecretary of Health, and an 
Undersecretary of the Environ- 
ment. Each will head a major 
bureau. ‘ : 

The Bureau of Peace will replace 
the present Departments of State 
and Defense. Its job will be to keep 
Americans from losing their lives 
in war. It will direct and coordinate 
agencies of diplomacy and de- 
fense, But the word ‘‘defense”’ 
will. mean literally that. On a 
budget limited to 5 to 10 per cent 
of federal expenditure, it will 
manufacture and deploy only 
weapons clearly defensive in 
nature. Anti-aircraft guns, short- 
range fighter planes, and—yes !— 
anti-missile systems designed to 
protect against missile attack. But 
no long-range offensive missiles 
or planes. These defensive wea- 
pons could be used to defend the 
U.S. or donated to defend regiona/ 
groupings of friendly nations, but 


not to individual governments 
which might use them to put down 
internal uprisings. When_ inter- 


national tensions clearly threaten- 


ing peace are noted, the Under- 
secretary of Peace and his key 
assistants will be fired for incom- 
petence and replaced. 

The Bureau of Health will 
supervise medical care and re- 
search, including availability to all 
of doctors, hospitals, clinical facili- 
ties and home-nursing care, plus 
testing, approval and distribution 
of new drugs and other treatment 
techniques. The tenure of the 
Undersecretary of Health and his 
staff would depend on statistics 
like infant mortality and man-hours 
lost due to illness. 

The Bureau of Environment 
would operate agencies dealing 
with the practices of industry, 
agriculture and transportation to 
eliminate pollution of air and water 
and poisoning of our food. It would 
work closely with the Bureau of 
Health. Though many old agencies 
or commissions would be retained 
in one form or another, they would 
function for the purpose of preser- 
ving life rather than independently 
of—or in competition with—that 
goal, as they often do now. 

The Department of Liberty would 
be a long-overdue development, 
the correction of a 200-year-old 
oversight. It would include the 
present Department of Justice, 
headed by an undersecretary, but 
a great deal more. 

There would also be an under- 
secretary in charge of a Bureau of 
Freedom of Speech and Press, 
whose job would be to prosecute 
violators of the First Amendment. 
Any attempt to exercise censorship 
of speech or press in any medium 
would be grist for his mill, whether 
the culprit is an individual ora state 
or local government. As it stands 
now, the shoe is on the other foot. 
It's the censors who do the pro- 
secuting, forcing writers, artists 
and publishers to defend them- 
selves at great expense in the hope 
the courts will ultimately uphold 
their Constitutional privileges. 
Under our Program, the govern- 
ment would carry out its duty to 
enforce freedom. And the censors 
would be obliged to defend them- 
selves, at their expense. 

A few good strong prosecutions 
by the Department of Liberty 
against suppression of ideas might 


give the people an even warmer 
feeling than they got a couple of 
generations ago out of the trust- 
busting prosecutions of companies 
which appeared to be operating in 
“restraint of trade’. Restraint of 
ideas and artistic expression, it 
seems to us, can do—and has 
done—even more harm in a free 
country. 

The Department of the Pursuit of 
Happiness would have as its chief 
function not the job of making 
everybody happy, but of seeing 
that no one is unfairly interfered 
with in the peaceful pursuit of the 
things he thinks will make him 
happy. Access to education. Hous- 
ing. Sex. Love. Travel. 

lt would take to court, at govern- 
ment expense, all state and local 
tyrants who outlaw harmless 
pleasurable activities merely be- 
cause they are pleasurable. Be- 
yond that, it would help under- 
write research into finding new 
harmless sources of pleasure in 
place of frustration. 

It would encourage, rather than 
impede, those whose pursuit of 
pleasure leads them to other outlets 
than golf, hunting and fishing—or 
military games. 

What could be more radical than 
a program that makes the govern- 
ment a friend of its people? Or 
where it serves to liberate rather 
than restrain them by imposing 
upon the majority a minority’s 
idea of morality? Every other 
government in the world seems to 
see its main function as keeping 
its people moral and miserable. 
Ours was set up with the novel 
idea of keeping them free. 

Why not keep the Revolution 
going by updating its machinery so 
it can have a chance to succeed ? 
Fred Darwin 
Royal prerogative 
“Henry VIIl by his own efforts 
increased the population of 
England by 40,000.’—WNorthern 
San Diego Shoppers’ Guide. 

Not bad going, even with six 
wives. 


Under statement 
“You really have seen only half the 
show if you see the Paris imports 
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on the mannequins alone. There is 
almost double the excitement in 
looking under and inside the 
clothes.”°-—Women’‘s Wear. 

‘New clothes, old policy... 


Sponsored aggression 


“The excavations started in North 
Africa in 1939 were interrupted by 
the war. The war was sponsored 
by the American School of Pre- 
historic Research.” — Boston 
Herald. 

In the interests of research, of 
course. 


i het So a 


HAPPEND 


Traveling tight. 


The man who invented $5-a-day 
books, Arthur Frommer, says 
that when he first published 
Europe on $5-a-Day there were 
two different reactions to it: 
straight people who saw it in 
store windows would say, “That's 
impossible’’—and buy the book; 
hippie types would say, “Is he 
kidding ? | did it on $3 a day”. And 
they'd buy the book, too. 

Now it’s 10 years later and the 
$5 budget is getting a bit strained. 
In fact many of the books are now 
titled .... on $5 and $10-a-Day 
and the wisecrack that Frommer 
has heard most often—‘‘Why don't 
you do /srael on $4.95-a-Day ?”— 
sounds less and less funny. But the 
books (there are now 14 in the 
series) are still probably the most 
comprehensive guides available 
for budget travelers and their ap- 
peal sometimes transcends mere 
money matters. In fact most avid 
$5-a-dayers become adept at 
what might be called “strategic 
travel” as opposed to Tour Group 
style. 

The Strategic Traveler never 
takes things at face value in a 
foreign country. When he arrives 
at the airport, for example, he 
ignores the taxi drivers eager to de- 
liver him to his hotel for a mere $6. 
Nor does he fall for the blandish- 
ments of the expensive car-hire 
counters in the airport until he has 
checked out the area just outside 
the gates where likely as not he'll 
find a) a 10c local bus downtown ; 
b) a local car rental firm at half 
the rates of the internationally 
franchised firms. 

By ruthlessly eliminating extras, 
the Strategic Traveler never takes 
more luggage than he can carry on 
to a plane. This eliminates lost 
luggage (a more frequent occur- 
rence than the airlines would have 
you believe), the waiting time be- 
fore going through customs, and 
the need for porters afterwards. 
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The S. T. supplements his single 
case with a small vinyl bag over 
his shoulder containing toilet kit, 
razor/make up, reading matter, 
stationery, plus a few ‘iron rations’ 
(foil-packaged pumpernickel 
bread, canned fish paste or meat, 
cheese, cookies) which become 
invaluable late some night when 
he finds himself in a strange hotel 
with no service and no nearby 
restaurant. 

Conditions vary, of course, in 
every country but there’s hardly 
a railroad station in the world that 
doesn't have a cheap hotel within 
walking distance. You may not 
want to stay there long but it’s 
usually an okay stop for one night 
—so you can look around for a 
better place early the next morning 
unencumbered by luggage. 

One of the first things the 
Strategic Traveler learns to combat 
is the infuriating habit some 
European hotels have of locking 
the bathroom door, and/or remov- 
ing the taps and plug from the tub, 
so that baths can only be taken 
with permission—and an extra 
charge. If you can find the key (it’s 
usually either on the ledge above 
the door or hanging in the maid’s 
closet down the hall) you may be 
able to overcome the second 
hurdle by carrying a flat sink stop- 
per and a piece of rubber tubing (so 
that you can fill the bath from the 
taps on the washbasin). 

As for sightseeing without the 
crutch of a homogenized tour, it’s 
invariably cheaper and more inter- 
esting to chart a course yourself 
using local transport. In fact 
seasoned travelers often skip the 
major sightseeing landmarks alto- 
gether for much more rewarding 
explorations of uncharted back 
streets (always follow the brightest 
lights and biggest crowds) know- 
ing full well they can’t get lost as 
long as they remember the name of 
the hotel to tell any cab driver. If 
the Strategic Traveler condes- 
cends to take a sightseeing tour at 
all he invariably takes the much 
cheaper one that the natives take. 
The fact that he can’t understand 
the commentary is usually an 
asset—it’s just as dull as the 
English one. 


The alternative press 


A publishing newsletter called 
The Smith uncovered the fact that 
professional writers aren't allowed 
to write in prison on the grounds 
that prisoners “are not allowed to 
operate a commercial enterprise”’. 
Amateur writers, on the other 
hand, are enocuraged to write “for 
recreation and personal develop- 
ment”. The Smith’s publisher sug- 
gested that such regulations were 
discriminatory and sent a memo to 
Bureau of Prisons’ acting director 
H. G. Moeller urging that the 
century-old regulation be modified 
... An estimated 3,000,000 people 


read the more than 600 news- 
papers of the “underground” or 
alternative press according to a 
survey taken by San Jose State 
College lecturer Harvey Goltliffe, 
who concludes: “‘All of the people 
the papers are trying to reach can 
be considered outsiders from the 
nation’s great white middle-class 
middle-aged majority. As out- 
siders they are looking for a 
vehicle that will express out loud 
their own voices of dissatisfaction 
against the establishment”... . 
Underground Press Syndicate re- 
ports on a frightening new insect 
called the marihuana thrip which, 
according to University of Illinois 
entomologist Lewis Stannard, 
thrives on the herb of the same 
name. ‘This may be a way of con- 
trolling marihuana”, says Professor 
Stannard : ‘We don't know yet’... 
Now there’s a trade catalog for 
“head shops’’—that fast-growing 
group of hippieland stores that 
specialize in psychedelic posters, 
incense and pot-smoking para- 
phernalia. Head Products Bulletin 
(50c from Box 165, Fulton, Calif. 
95439) carries news of upcoming 
hippie fashion trends, articles on 
organic food, listings of candle and 
body oil suppliers and news of 
retail communes... The whackiest 
mailorder operation in America is 
probably the one called Northwest 
Mounted Valise (44 East Riding, 
Cherry Hill, New Jersey 08034) 
which will fill up your stamped, 
addressed envelopes with artistic 
esoterica free and mail them back 
to you—John Wilcock 


WORDS 


Witch report 


The King of the Witches is a small 
Englishman with a bald spot. He 
speaks matter-of-factly in a soft 
Lancashire accent. Alex Sanders 
makes no effort to be impressive— 
and he isn't. But he must have 
some sort of power, to be elected 
king—without seeking the job—by 
107 covens. Witches are not 
notoriously organization types. 
Rule 25 of the Book of Shadows 
states: “So be it ordained that no 
coven shall know where the next 
coven bide’. We do know, how- 
ever, that, as astronauts walk on 
the moon, increasing numbers of 
their contemporaries are pointing 
daggers at that planet to “draw 
down the power.” 

Alex Sanders is impatient with 
such anomalous contrasts. An 
interviewer's provocative question 
is dismissed unemotionally : 
Question: You call down power 
from the moon, but what will 
happen now that man has taken 
it over ? 


Answer: Nothing; the moon is 
symbolic, nothing else. 

The interviewer goes on to reveal 
Alex as a very moral white witch, 
as the following snatch indicates. 
Question: Are there any abuses of 
witchcraft practiced in covens ? 
Answer: Too many. One coven 
initiates its members with the use 
of an artificial phallus. This is 
nothing new’ to witchcraft; it was 
used centuries ago during fertility 
rites when witches swore they had 
relations with the devil—as they 
called the coven elder. They claim- 
ed that his member was cold 
which was not surprising, for the 
women demanded that the elder 
lie with each one of them to ensure 
a good harvest, and the poor man 
was hard put to it to satisfy so 
many. An artificial phallus was 
used, therefore, similar to the ones 
in existence in Egypt centuries 
before the birth of Christ. It was 
life-sized and made of stone. We 
deplore its use in these enlightened 
days. Another abuse | have dis- 
covered is the defloration of 
witches’ daughters on the altar. It 
is neither necessary nor legal ac- 
cording to witch law. 

In King of the Witches (Coward- 
McCann $5), June Johns goes 
far deeper into Alex Sanders than 
this interview and reveals that he 
was not always a pious white 
witch. He was initiated by his 
grandmother at an early age, one of 
the few hereditary witches known 
in our time; the old lady admonish- 
ed him always to use his powers for 
good. But there came a time when, 
as a young father deserted by his 
family, Alex exploded and sum- 
moned the demons to provide 
some fun—and what a. ball he had ! 
Countesses and counts, as well, 
tycoons and virgin girls—he had 
them all—all kinds or arcane de- 
bauchery, mingled always with 
what he now sees as perversions 
of the witch's art. 

It took two visits from Death 
himself to start Alex back a long 
road of ritual purification to white 
witchcraft. 

In this day of Gutenberg—never 


mind McLuhan—you don’t need. 


Alex Sanders or a witch grand- 
mother to try your own hand at the 
fun. Your nearest bookstore has 
Mastering Witchcraft: A Practical 
Guide for Witches, Warlocks, and 
Covens by Paul Huson (Putnam’s 
$6.95). The overpowering empha- 
sis is on that work Practica/. No 
homey detail is omitted. For ex- 
ample, the account of how to serve 
a necromantic feast recommends 
small helpings, because ‘‘the dead 
are very light eaters”. 

Huson’s lengthy description of a 
technique for a female witch to 
seduce a man seems hardly to 
require witchcraft beyond ‘That 
Old Black Magic’ of the song. 
Noting that witch power seems to 
be most strongly emitted from the 
eyes, mouth, hands and genitals, 


he leads his girl through an entire 
evening including a meal spiked 
with all sorts of philtres and finally 
has her panting into the guy’s 
mouth, having also gained ‘full 
ocular contact”. “Having got thus 
far | would say you are off and 
away,” he concludes. “All that 
remains is that you turn the con- 
versation instantly to matters of 
sex’. But in case this fails he has 
some spells in reserve. 


The occult explosion 


The growth of witchcraft is only 
one aspect of what has been called 
the “‘occult explosion’. For an 
occult notion of what it’s all about 
there is The Basic /deas of Occult 
Wisdom by Anna Kennedy Winner 
(Quest Books, $1.95). If your 
particular occult bag is astrology, 
you'llneed Sybi/Leek’s Astrologic- 
al Guide to Successful Everyday 
Living (Prentice - Hall, $7.95). 
There is even now a book of 
astrological poems for the real 
adept, Venus Trines at Midnight by 
Linda Goodman (Taplinger). Man- 
ipulation of the Tarot deck of 
fortune-telling cards is one of the 
more literary occult pursuits. It is 
covered in A Complete Guide to 
the Tarot by Eden Gray (Crown, 
$6.95).—Norman Hoss 


Recommended reading 
Barbarism in Greece by James 
Becket: A young lawyer's inquiry 
into the use of torture in contem- 
porary Greece, with case histories 
and documents (Walker $5.95). 
The Open Conspiracy by Ethel 
Grodzins Romm: What America’s 
angry generation is saying through 
the Movement and the under- 
ground press with fragments from 
many of their writers. (Giniger/ 
Stackpole, $6.95). 

City Life by Donald Barthalme: 


Unique and fascinating short 
stories (Farrar, Straus, Giroux 
$5.95). 


= FILMS 


Memories for sale 


“The end of an era” is an over- 
exercised phrase. Commentators 
use it to chronicle the passing of 
anything from bathtub gin to the 
Pierce-Arrow, or anyone from 
Babe Ruth to Elsa Maxwell. But an 
era really did end recently when 
the last remnants of the Golden 
Age of M-G-M were auctioned 
off in Hollywood to the highest 
bidders. Forty years of glory 
squashed under the auctioneer’s 
gavel. 

At its height, Metro-Goldwyn- 
Mayer Studios was a walled king- 


L. B. Mayer (/eft:) replaced by anonymousrulers. Aight: Niall Toibin and Frank Grimes: Behan, man and boy 


dom, covering 183 acres of Culver 
City. Lot 1 held 125 buildings, in- 
cluding offices, stages, shops, 
dressing rooms and the commis- 
sary, which fed 1800 people a day. 
Lot 2 contained a park and per- 
manent exterior sets—everything 
from a Roman Forum to an African 
jungle, not to mention New York 
avenues, London streets and Paris 
alleys. They even had their own 
Mississippi River which gave every 
indication of rolling on for ever. 

The studio had its own police 
force of (as a 1936 press release 
stated) “50 officers and men as 
systematically organized as a 
Metropolitan force”, and a modern 
fire department. The average num- 
ber of employees on the lot, not 
including extras or bit players, was 
4000. The make-up department 
was geared to take as many as 
1200 people an hour, and the 
wardrobe department could clothe 
5,000 people in a single day. 

The company’s own electrical 
plantcouldhave illuminated a small 
city. An industrial center within 
the studio gates had its own rail- 
road, lumber yards, shops, found- 
ries, machine shops, mill and other 
construction necessities. Anything 
could be manufactured there, from 
a locomotive to a microscope. 
There were also numerous libraries 
and the music department library 
alone held over 2 million items. 
The research department answered 
an average of 500 questions daily, 
ranging from historical data to 
rules of modern etiquette. Most 
important, the studio laboratory 
printed an average of 150 million 
feet of film annually for release 


prints—a footage which made 
billions of dollars and, incidentally, 
left a deep sociological mark on 
the masses. 

That was the situation in 1949 
when the studio celebrated its 
25th anniversary. Ironically, that 
year also marked the beginning of 
its decline. The changing times 
were making it impossible to sup- 
port a corporate Versailles presided 
over by a latter-day Louis. M-G-M 
had built its reputation on expen- 
sive hothouse productions, in- 
habited by ‘more stars than there 
are in heaven’. Garbo, Gable, 
Crawford, Tracy, Shearer and three 
Barrymores brought millions to the 
box office, as did those immortal 
M-G-M created screen teams, 
MacDonald and Eddy, Loy and 
Powell, Garson and Pidgeon. 
Everyone in Hollywood who mat- 
tered entered the lion-gate at some 
time during their careers. 

But as the ‘50s advanced, it 
became impractical to keep a large 
stable of talent. Television and 
taxes, independent production and 
anti-trust legislation, and finally 
industry in-fighting, made the big 
studios obsolete. The owner- 
administrators, the Mayers and the 
Laemmles and the Warners, have 
been replaced by anonymous 
rulers like Kinney National Service 
or Gulf & Western. Thousands of 
historic costumes are only so much 
saleable inventory to the new 
Hollywood lords. Seventy-two 
acres of empty sound stages and 
45 acres of permanent exterior sets 
are crippling liabilities. There 
comes a time when you can no 
longer afford a staff of 4,000 


regular employees or a private 
Roman forum. 

So they cut the payroll by 40%. 
They sald off 160 acres. And, 
finally, they auctioned the stuff of 
dreams: rare antiquities, senti- 
mental treasures, 1200 costumes, 
a Sherman tank, 250 antique 
coaches, a paddle-wheel steamer 
called Cotton Blossom, an Esther 
Williams bathing suit, and even, as 
the auction catalogue bluntly 
states, ‘‘one blue and white ging- 
ham jumper worn by Judy Garland 
in The Wizard of Oz'.—James 
Kotsilibas- Davis 


Seasonal survey 


The finest dramatic play of the 
season was Borstal Boy. Adap- 
ted from Brendan Behan’s own 
chronicle of his misadventures in 
an English prison at the age of 16, 
it has a fine and arresting style. 
The elder Behan sits by the side of 
the stage commenting on the 
proceedings with wit and occas- 
ionally a fine roguish song, while a 
younger version of himself acts 
out the absurd cruelties of life at 
Borstal. The caustic commentary 
of Behan senior complements and 
counterpoints the defiant purpose- 
ful teenager who has unwillingly 
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Jake Holmes: unholy alliance 


been thrust into the role of an 
|.R.A. bomb thrower. 

Brendan Behan gulped life, and 
choked on it, with an_ early 
alcoholic’s death. But he left small 
items like Borsta/ Boy for us to 


ponder on and this production: 


gives an insight into the tragedy of 


‘this man of the fist and the tankard. 


At the other end of the garden is 
the revival of The Boy Friend, 
that campy Sandy Wilson spoof of 
the ‘20s. Judy Carne (of TV's 
Laugh-I/n) plays Polly, and if she 
isn‘t a big star as soon as the right 
show comes along, I'll dismember 
my typewriter. 

Candida, with Celeste Holm, 
is a characteristic G.B.S. assault on 
the institution of marriage, but the 
current divorce rate is the sharpest 
comment that can be made on 
that subject. Besides, everyone 
knows that Bernard Shaw wrote 
plays like other people wrote 
pamphlets, and who wants to go 
to the theater to hear a lecture? 
Candida could be a zinging period 
piece in other hands, but Celeste 
Holm and Wesley Addey played 
the Reverend Morrell and spouse 
as if they'd never been properly 
introduced odd, considering 
they're married to each other in 
real life. There was no real style 
to the play, no cohesive happy 
ensemble of actors to savour the 
sound and spirit of the battle. 
Bernard Shaw loved words — they 
were his weapons — and actors 
who don't share this taste should 
not play Candida. 

Harold Pinter displayed once 
again his acute sense of the 
alienation of the human condition 
in his short but piercing one-act 
plays Landscape and Silence at 
the Forum theater of the Lincoln 
Center Repertory. His people are 
plain and their words and thoughts 
are misleadingly simple. They excite 
you and gradually evoke imagery 
of vast proportions. Pinter frigh- 
tens you with his understanding 
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of your own personal sense of 
isolation : he uses the theater like a 
hangman uses a rope. He is 
productive and consistent and his 
career is just beginning. He is one 
good reason to delay any final 
despair for the theater. 


Prize thoughts 


Can anyone think of a justifica- . 


tion for the Tony Awards, the 
Academy Awards, the Grammies 
and all the other histrionic hand- 
outs? Can anyone explain why 
Tammy Grimes playing an ultra- 
crisp Private Lives should be 
considered better than Helen 
Hayes shadow-boxing with the 
rabbit in Harvey ? 

The only way it could make any 
sense would be if all actors interes- 
ted in competing for a prized Tony 
were allowed to play the same 
part with the same director in the 
same theater and all in the same 
moon phase, preferably. Then, 
maybe, we could come up with a 
best. The way it goes now, it’s like 
comparing apples with oranges. 

Last season Fritz Weaver won a 
Tony for Childs Play. His perfor- 
mance was a scenery-chewing 
parody of Lionel Barrymore play- 
ing Rasputin — which chewed the 
scenery pretty good in the original. 
But he won and that’s what makes 
horse races. Horse races—not 
theater. Each play chooses its own 
terms and its own battleground. 
It should not be entered for a 
sweepstake. If the arts are to 
retain a modicum of dignity we 
should abolish the award system 
right now !—Sandy Lesberg 


SOUNDS 


Man for all seasons 


Of all the reputations a pop person- 
ality can have, perhaps the most 
unenviable is to be known as a 
performers’ performer. Sometimes, 
like Mel Tormé or Doc Severensen, 
you're around long enough to 
attract an audience big enough to 
provide a living wage. But there 
are countless performers in every 
strain of pop-music—Charlie Rich, 
Carl Perkins, Pat Williams, David 
Allen, Bettye Swann, Billy Byers, 
Van Dyke Parks, Elyse K. Weinberg, 
Howard Tate, Bobby Short, Junior 
Wells, etc, etc,—whose audience 
is mostly limited to the rest of the 
music industry. The respect of 
one’s peers is to be coveted, of 
course, but it doesn’t beat three 
square meals a day. 

Jake Holmes is a young (30), 
New York-based singer, song- 
writer, and sometime stand-up 
comedian who up to now has 
been respected and hungry. If 


you're lucky, you know him from 
one of the club dates that have 
been his chief form of communi- 
cation over the last five or six years. 
If you're less lucky, you may have 
picked up one of his first two 
albums (The Above Ground Sound 
of Jake Holmes and A Letter to 
Katherine December, both on 
Tower records). Or, without know- 
ing it, you have probably heard his 
songs done by the Four Seasons, 
Jackie Lomax, Eartha Kitt, Chad 
Mitchell, Woody Herman, and like 
that. But a household name he’s 
not; atleast not yet. 

Ironically, or maybe depressing- 
ly, it is not his brilliant new album 
(Jake Holmes, Polydor) that is 
going to inspire his laureation, but 


. a lousy record by somebody else. 


The somebody else, you see, is 
Frank Sinatra. How did this un- 
holy alliance come about ? 

Well, the story starts with a 
character called Bob Gaudio, who 
used to beone of the Four Seasons, 
but left them to become a record 
producer. One of his first efforts 
was the Four Seasons’ Genuine 
Imitation Life (Philips), an album 
which won hands down The-Most 
Pretentious - Packaging - Prize for 
last year. The only thing Gaudio 
did right on that release was to 
have Jake Holmes do the lyrics. 

Destroying the Four Seasons 
was just a warm-up. Now Gaudio 
has gone after much bigger game: 
he has bagged, really bagged 
Sinatra. Watertown (Reprise), sub- 
titled “A Love Story”, is the Chair- 
man’s latest album and his worst in 
memory. Not only does the music 
sound like it was written in imitat- 
ion of Ray Noble and Matt Denniss, 
but the arrangements are bland to 
the point of inaudibility (probably 
a blessing in disguise). Sinatra him- 
self is in pretty poor form, sounding 
insecure most of the time, missing 
an occasional note; it would be 
interesting to know how much 
rehearsal time he had. 

The cover is beautiful, however, 


- and between it and the singer's 


name Watertown is bound to be a 
hit. And with it, maybe, so will Jake 
Holmes. He has a very special 
talent. Like most good pop song- 
writers, his greatest strength as a 
lyricist rests in his delicate hand- 
ling of the commonalities of every- 
day experience, breathing new 
life into happenings that touch 
most of us frequently. He is no 
match for Gaudio’s heavy-handed- 
ness with the music. 

Holmes’s own album is excep- 
tionally well put together. He made 
the now-inevitable trip to Nash- 
ville to record with that city’s 
extraordinary collection of studio 
musicians with the usual results; 
brilliant support from the back- 
ground musicians (Elliot Mazer, 
whose specialty seems to be 
countryish albums by city music- 
ians, produced, and Ted Irwin ar- 
ranged and handled lead guitar). 


Jake’s music is strong and vibrant, 
and remarkably varied. The record 
opens with ‘“‘How Are You?” a 
long, country-ish dance tune— 
near the end of the cut Holmes, 
who has never been in such good 
musical company and who is really 
into the exuberant performance, 
shouts “I don’t believe this’’ over 
Weldon Myrick’s peddle steel 
guitar. “The Very First Time” is a 
ballad evocation of those first fresh 
moments of every love affair. 
Holmes’ talents as lyricist and per- 
former come together on “Emily's 
Vacation,” a Sensitive, bitter story 
of a secretary's vacation. ‘A Place” 
is mild and melancholy, another 
side of Holmes’s talent and then 
back to Nashville for an uptempo 
lament about the drag of modern 
life and modern woman. Side two 
opens “I live in a suitcase room/ 
Been there for a long, long time. 
/The fixtures all refuse to scan/The 
furnishings don’t rhyme.” ‘’Beauti- 
ful Girl Goodbye” gives Holmes a 
chance to show off his remarkable 
voice on another ballad. And so on. 
There are very few songwriters 
capable of putting together an 
album as interesting as this one. 
Every song is good. And the per- 
formances are excellent. 

Jake Holmes should please 
almost everybody who likes pop 
music. There is a little Tin Pan 
Alley, a little show music, a little 
country, and a little rock in his 
writing. Holmes’s voice is naturally 
attractive and he manipulates it 
well; he is also unafraid of taking 
chances—a thing singers with 
pretty voices must do—and he 
demonstrates good dramatic sense 
on material that easily might have 
wound up sounding maudlin or 
precious if mishandled. |f you get 
an opportunity to compare Water- 
town and Jake Holmes imagine 
what Gaudio and company would 
have done to Jake’s lovely album. 
—Guthrie Bester 


Penthouse picks 


Linda Ronstadt: Silk Purse. (Capi- 
tol ST-407). 

Linda Ronstadt can sing rock, 
blues, ballads, pop and c & w and 
does all four on S//k Purse—very 
confusing. Most of the cuts are 
better when separated from the 
rest of the album: listen to three 
minutes a day. 

The Johnny Otis Show: Cuttin’ Up. 
(Epic BN 26524). 

The Johnny Otis Show is one of 
the best and most long-lived acts 
in r & b and this showcase is long 
overdue. 

War: War. (MGM SE-4663). 

Eric Burdon is his usual subtle, un- 
pretentious self as he introduces 
his new album. The septet is pretty 
good instrumentally—tet's hope it 
works out better next time. How 
about War Sings the Best of the 
Animals ? Guess not. 


WOMEN'S 
seats 


DEBATE 


Stony Brook students versus Penthouse’s 
Henry Morgan 


Humorist Morgan spent an uproar- 
ious evening at New York's Stony 
Brook College disputing women’s 
liberation in a debate with Miss 
Chris Cziko, a 19-year-old major 
in English from Eugene O'Neill 
college. Both he and Penthouse 
found themselves bracketed as 
alleged male supremacists, and 
Morgan manfully put up a joint 
defence. Penthouse makes no 
complaint that here and there he 
gave ground where we would have 
made a stand, but publishes this 
transcript of the encounter 
abridged but otherwise verbatim. 
Claiming the last word on home 
ground, Morgan interposes a 
commentary in italic 


[7he room was occupied by about 350 kids 
dressed in the bright rags [boys] and Indian 
blankets [girls] that this segment of the young 
wear to show that they don't like mod either. /t 
was necessary to step over some of those who 
were stretched out on the floor in order to get 
to the table where the microphones were. | 


Goodman: We are here tonight to talk about 
the women’s liberation movement. 
Morgan: Before we start I'd like to point out that 
| am here under a partial misapprehension. | 
had no slight knowledge that | was to fight with 
a girl who is not in my— 
[Boos from audience. | 

Are you too impatient to listen to the end 
of a sentence ? |s that the way it’s going to be? 
Because | won't carry on that way. | don’t have 
to. You will listen to the ends of my sentences 
just as a courtesy, and then you can make up 
your minds whether you would like to boo. 

As | started to say, | was under a misappre- 
hension. | thought | was going to be pitted 


against someone roughly in my age group. | say: 


this because, if this becomes loud and vulgar, 
| hope you recognize that I'm trying to both 
understand the age of my opponent as well as 
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le 


her sex, which | have never understood. 

Another thing I'd like to say is for the person 

in the audience who sprayed me with a water 
pisto! on the way in. lf this is your idea of a mini 
or miniscule revolt, shame on you. 
Goodman: Mr. Morgan is here representing 
Penthouse, a magazine that has been said to 
exploit women and is known as the International 
Magazine for Men. 

Mr. Morgan, as most of you know, is a famous 
radio and TV personality and is an admitted 
male chauvinist and, |’m told, a notable wise 
guy. | think he is also, in my experience, not 
only a wise guy but a wise man, and we'll see 
which tonight. 

[7he moderator is a “Doctor” Goodman, 
Master of O'Neil! College, introduced as “of 
the Sociology Department.” Pale, short, 
moustache, slight of build, determined of mien. 
Typical, in a way, of those who refer to them- 
selves as Doctor. And to others as male 
chauvinists and wise guys. The chauvinist 
bit showed him to be impartial; the ‘‘wise guy” 
sounded more like an intern. ] 

On the other side, we have Miss Chris Cziko 
speaking for the women’s movement. Chris, as 
most of you know, is a junior at Stony Brook, 


a major in English, and a member of SDS. 
[This was the cue to leave but / muffed /t.] 
jFirst, Mr. Morgan—since we don’t want to 
show favoritism to the women by starting with 
women—what do you, think caused the rise of 
the women’s liberation movement today ? 
Morgan: | haven't noticed that there is such a 
thing as a rise in the women’s liberation move- 
ment. It seems to me that it’s a lot of minor 
sound and a tiny fury. There are some bitty bitty 
groups of some disappointed ladies who have 
some objective or other. 
Cziko: | feel, as | think many women across the 
country and around the world do, that there is a 
very definite women’s liberation movement 
going on now. Women have been struggling 
for years for different rights and in different 
ways. : 

A hundred years ago, because of the rise of 
the abolition movement, when women began 
realizing their political potential, they began 
demonstrating for the vote and the suffrage 
movement came out of the abolition movement. 

Today, out of the anti-war movement, out of 
the student protests, women are again realizing 
and beginning to unite with different elements 
of society and to fight against their own 


Male chauvinist confronts women’s libera- 
tionist! Henry Morgan, Miss Cziko, and 
responsive student audience at Stony Brook 


oppression. During every period of political and 
social unrest, women in society have come to 
the fore and fought. In Vietnam, women are 
fighting today and that country is in the middle 
of a revolution. In the Chinese revolution, 
women formed an organization called Half of 
China where they literally got rid of the old 
feudal ideas of women with bound feet. The 
media have done a lot to discredit the women’s 
movement. because the media constantly pick 
out incidents and what Mr. Morgan would like 
to call isolated incidents. But it’s a real move- 
ment that women fight every day—welfare 
women, women who are fighting to get equal 
wages—and this movement Is very much alive. 
Goodman: Whether it be a movement or not, 
there certainly is some comment in the mass 
media about women’s demands. Whether this 
is a change-over time—Mr. Morgan, you think 
not—Miss Cziko, you do think so. Whether 
there has been a change or not, at the present 


time is it something to be laughed at or ignored ? 
Morgan: No, it's not to be laughed at or ignored. 
But it should have more foundation before it is 
discussed. We'll start back a little waywhen 
the women’s movement in the United States 
started in 1848. And when the vote came, | 
suppose a number of men were outraged. But 
we'll say at that time there must have been a 
number of men like me who expected mar- 
velous things to happen because women now 
had the vote. 

It seems to me today our country is in much 
worse shape than it has ever been, during my 
lifetime certainly. | don’t see that the ladies’ 
vote has done anything for or against the course 
of our miserable history. Women have had 
power over men immemorially. They didn’t 
really need the vote. 

Most men, by the way. don’t need the vote. 
They're just as stupid as anybody else. But it’s 
what we call our democratic system. 

When the ladies started to vote, what hap- 
pened ? Nothing. They voted for the same idiot 
people who were set up to be voted for. Women 
didn’t produce anything of note. 

There have been some women in Congress, 
some women in the Senate, who have been nice 
ladies and have been honest and forward- 
looking, I'm sure. But | don't see that anything 
happened. 

The lady makes the point women are fighting 
for equal salaries. Well, are they? It's hard to 
believe that this young lady is terribly interested 
in that as yet, since I’m sure she doesn’t have 
any particular career lined out, being a member 
of SDS. She's going to reform society, so we 
don’t even know what the careers are that will 
be available. [/ happen to like that sentence 
very much. ] 

But in whatever society the SDS afflicts— 

blesses—us with | am certain that the question 
of men versus women will be pretty much the 
same question it always has been. So, while | 
applaud her divided loyalties and energies, | 
wonder if she would now tell me, what do you 
really want that you don't have ? 
Cziko: | would agree with Mr. Morgan that 
getting a vote in this country doesn’t mean very 
much, and it could not be expected because 
women have the vote that the course of this 
country would be changed. Because this 
country is not controlled by the men and 
women who make up the majority of the people 
in it, the working people. 

As to Mr. Morgan’s assertion that | don’t 
know anything about job conditions or working, 
| would say that he was wrong. | work here on 
the campus in the cafeteria, and every day | see 
women getting lower pay for it. 

There's a wage differential across industries 
and every place. Women on an average make 
60 per cent of the salaries that men do, and this 
is not a fact to be laughed off. Tied in with the 
immediate goals of women, of working women 
mainly, is an end to this wage differential, an 
end to this type of discrimination—opportunity 
to work in good conditions, to be unionized. 

Women in many cases are forced into separate 
unions, into inferior unions that divide them 
from the men so that they cannot struggle 
together so that both can get higher wages. 


centers care for their children, that responsibility 
should be shared, and that society should take 
a great deal of the responsibility in raising 
children. It’s impossible for a working mother to 
live a decent life when she has to work eight 
hours a day and so many more hours taking care 
of her children, especially when her husband 
doesn't help or doesn’t see the need to help. 

Thirdly, women are demanding more and 
more birth control information, they’re demand- 
ing abortions, they’re demanding freedom to 
control their futures so that they’re not put into 
a certain category, they're not kept there. And 
they're also demanding this not only totally for 
their own sake. When a woman is defined as 
just a childbearer or a sex mate, then the hus- 
band necessarily has to be defined as the sole 
support of the family, which hurts him as well as 
it hurts her. They cannot share equal respon- 
sibility in supporting their family. They cannot 
fight together, because they are not equals. 

Long-range goals are to change basic 

institutions. Women’s exploitation has an 
economic base. Women make less wages. 
They are forced into menial jobs, and this 
economic base is protected and maintained by 
the ideology that’s put forward—the ideology 
that’s put forward in magazines like Penthouse, 
that women are passive, frail, can’t fight, and 
also the ideology that men’s only interest in a 
woman is as a bearer of children and as a sex 
mate. This hurts both men and women, and this 
is a primary thing that women are interested in, 
that working women are fighting for. 
[App/ause. ] 
Morgan: Let's start with wages. There is no 
question that anybody who does what someone 
else does should be paid exactly the same. | 
wouldn't consider discussing that. Any woman 
who does what any man does should be paid 
precisely what the man is paid. Anything else is 
idiotic. Okay. 

Now, you say women are considered as sex 
objects. I'll start with that—it’s as good as any. 
Better than most. 

When a woman thinks of a sex object, what 
does she think of, a dog ? You said that women 
are distressed because they are considered to 
be sex objects. 

Cziko: \'ve never said that. [She sa/d, ‘Just as a 
sex mate.” She argued very well, / thought... as 
do most people who have learned the book that 
contains the best thinking of the Cause. Later, 
you will notice, if you don't get bored to death 
before then, they try to bait me into calling them 
Communists! Where would / ever get an idea 
like that ?\ |s that a direct quote from me ? 
Morgan: Well, what did you say ? 

Cziko: | said that the ideology that women are 
considered only childbearers and only good for 
sex contributes to the disunity between men and 
women. 

Morgan: | didn’t memorize it the way you 
memorized it, but if you're concerned that 
women are... how do you want to to say it? 
Cziko: Say it any way you want—I know what 
you mean. 

Goodman: \n all fairness to Miss Cziko, Mr. 
Morgan, what she is trying to say is that one of 
the problems—one of the complaints of the 
women’s liberation movement is that women 
are not seen as human beings, as individuals in 
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their own right but merely—"merely”’, | think, is 
the stress—as objects of sexual activity. 
Morgan: May | suggest that this is a very bad 
usage of guess statistics. When you say women 
are merely considered, | would expect you to 
produce X numbers of men who consider this 
to be so. They are not known to me. They are 
known possibly to you through some alchemy 
which is unavailable to me. Which men, who 
men, what men consider women merely .. . 
Goodman (interposing) : How many men in the 
audience today consider women as_ sexual 
objects ? 
Morgan: | see there's one man in the audience 
who admits it. | would say many more do feel 
that way very often especially starting in when 
your genes are in motion. May | ask—let’s put 
it this way—have you ever felt what we would 
call lust ? 
Cziko: | think that’s irrelevant to the discussion 
and to the point / made. 
Morgan: You may think so, but for the purposes 
of this discussion and for the purposes for 
which I'm here, | do not think so. You're talking 
about— 
Cziko: \'m saying that an idea is pushed by 
magazines like the one which you write for that 
women should be considered sex objects. To 
the extent that this idea is accepted among 
men—l| imagine some accept it to a greater 
extent than others, and | imagine that some men 
are learning that to accept such an idea hurts 
them as well as hurting women. I’m not saying 
that there are specific men who feel this way 
necessarily, completely this way. 
Morgan: All right, now | think | know what 
you're talking about. So, let me go back to what 
I'm talking about. I’m just asking you, honey, 
are we clear on this? 
Voice: Don't call her “honey”. [You should have 
seen this one. Short, stringy haired, tin-rimmed 
glasses, dirty blanket, she was yelling and 
shaking her fist.] 
Morgan: Should | call her ““Hey, you” or ‘’Mrs.” 
or what ? 
Voice: Call her “Miss Cziko’’. She’s calling you 
“Mr. Morgan”. 
Morgan: Cziko, okay. Miss Cziko. God bless 
you, dear. Unavoidably you appear to me as a 
sex object. [Shows you who the real gent is.] 
Now, let's go back, if you will, if we may. 
Your objection is that this magazine presents 
ladies in undress to titillate gentlemen, right? 
And they make sex objects of them; is that so ? 
Cziko: Yes. 
Morgan: Now, as Miss Cziko, | ask you, do you 
ever feel some kind of drive toward a sexual 
relationship with a member of the opposite sex ? 
Cziko: Yes, | do. 
Morgan: Yes. There are magazines, of course, 
which publish pictures of naked men, aren't 
there ? 
Cziko: | imagine there are. 
Morgan: You imagine there are? Well, may | 
assure you that there are ? Some appeal to fags 
and some appeal to ladies. If you want to 
protest that women are used merely as child- 
bearers or merely as sexual symbols, | am trying 
to discover for some males like myself what 
women consider men to be, to discover from 
that solution or answer whether there is an error 
in our society. So, because of this thinking on 
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my part, | ask you, do you consider men to be 
sex objects ? 

Cziko: | don't consider any people to be con- 
sidered objects. [See ? Go fight City Hall.] 

| think you’re not understanding the main 
point. | wouldn‘t want to see men considered 
sex objects; neither do | want to see women 
considered sex objects. The idea is what | tried 
to say before, that the exploitation of women 
has an economic base. People benefit econo- 
mically from it. And these lies and these ideas 
are put forward to protect that base. 

They also hurt men—l'll agree with that. The 
point is | am not asking for a society in which 
both men and women are equally exploited, 
which is the idea you're trying to put forth. 
What we are asking for is equality in freedom, 
not in exploitation. 

[App/ause. } 

Morgan: | do suppose | am deserving of the 
same courtesy as you; and do not, please, when 
| ask a question say that | am promoting some- 
thing. I’m not, of course; | am merely asking a 
question. What you're really presupposing 
or supposing or driving toward is not so much 
equality of the sexes as a lack of exploitation or 
prevention of exploitation ? 

Cziko: Women are super-exploited. Men are 
also exploited, but not to the extent that 
women are. 

Morgan: Then may | ask you, is the tenor of 
your argument economic ? [/’m trying to get her 
to take a stand here but | never make it. This 
kid's good. | 

Cziko: | can give a few examples. The idea that 
women’s wages are not important, they're only 
supplemental— 

Morgan: No, | already agreed that you're quite 
right about wages. 

Cziko: Okay. The idea that women are supposed 
to—let me think—the idea that women have the 
sole responsibility for raising children. That 
means that a great part of their life will have to 
be spent in the home, otherwise they’re not 
considered ‘“good” mothers. And if a man takes 
part in housework or domestic work like that, 
he’s considered a sissy or else an exceptionally 
good husband, which is doing something above 
and beyond the call of duty. Woman is con- 
fined to a certain area of living, and her know- 
ledge is not supposed to extend beyond that. 
Morgan: How about ladies with no economic 
necessity whatsoever of working, who wouldn't 
think of it? There are many ladies like that, 
perfectly pleased not to work, and that have 
bought help to help raise the children. Are you 
arguing that they are put upon ? Or is it simply 
economic? You see, I’m trying to get this onto 
some kind of base here. 

Cziko: \f women are given the choice... | think 
people should have a choice and the oppor- 
tunity to decide what type of life they want to 
live, to decide whether they want a job or not. 
Goodman: [The Sociology Department, tired of 
not moderating, again decides to take no side.] 
Let me try to pose the question more sharply. 
One of the complaints of women in the 
women’s liberation movement is exactly this 
point that Chris is raising and that is lack of 
choice. That from the earliest time women have 
been socialized into the general society we have 


_ with the expectation that most of them, if not all 


of them, will go into the role of wife and mother 
and that most of them, if they do work, will be 
in a subservient position to the husband so that 
if a choice has to be made about the man’s 
employment, that will take priority over the 
woman's employment. 

Given that kind of socialization from the early 

child-raising experiences, it’s unlikely that most 
women will even have the choice or think about 
the choice that Chris was talking about, should 
they work or should they not work. They auto- 
matically fall into the pattern. 
Morgan: Now, look here. About 15 years ago, 
20—I don’t remember—a man named Philip 
Wylie wrote a book complaining about 
“momism’’, saying that most men’s problem was 
they had been raised by women. Their mothers 
were in the home where their fathers were not, 
and they went to schools where the teachers 
were all women. And, therefore, American men 
looked up too much to women. 

To my way of thinking up until just about now, 
that’s still very much true about many men. They 
are very much subservient to the wishes of 
women. They like to please their women. They 
certainly have to get along with them if they live 
with them. 

Most of them—those who are pleasant people 
with reasonable educations and some kind of 
background—do try to make their wives feel 
wanted and important. This women’s liberation 
movement, which | do not accept for a moment 
is a movement—it's just a lot of talk so far, it 
may become a movement—what is it going to 
accomplish? Is it going to change these 
husbands into different kinds of people? Is it 
going to change their thinking ? How is it going 
to do this ? Is it going to do it by law, is it going 
to do it by education, is it going to do it by 
revolt, is it going to do it by overthrowing the 
system ? | belong to no club, society or group. 
| think I'm an exquisite choice to be in this kind 
of argument because | have no precommit- 
ments. 

| like ladies. | like girls, and | like old broads. 

If they need or want something that they don’t 
have, | would love to find out what the hell it is 
and help, if it’s a true need or want or if they are 
being pushed down and persecuted. 

Look, we all know we put down everybody 
if we can. Every human among us_ puts 
down, if nothing else, a Mexican or a Jew or an 
Italian if he still seems to be too Italian, or an 
American Indian or an Eskimo or whatever we 
can find, so that we can prove that we’re grand 
because he’s not very much. This is the system 
under which we live at the moment. | don’t put 
women down. How come my women—not that 
| own them, they own me, | support five of 
them and I'd be delighted if they'd go your way 
and support half of me. 

You know, my ex-wife is about to get a sum 
of money that many people in this room will 
never earn. So, don’t think for a moment that | 
came here to prove that women should starve to 
death or be second-class citizens, except my 
ex-wife. 

[Laughter. Applause. | 

Cziko: You said that you have no affiliation. 
You're completely impartial. | have four copies 
of Penthouse in my room which were sent to 
me so that | could see what type of magazine 


you're associated with. You are associated with 
Penthouse, aren't you; is that true ? 

Morgan: Honey, we've been through this. 
Sorry, | didn’t mean honey—Miss Cziko. 
[Laughter.] 

Cziko: Okay, well Penthouse, in my mind and | 
think to most people that read it, definitely puts 
forth certain ideas. |t is not in any sense im- 
partial. It puts forth the idea— 

Morgan: Don't be ridiculous. It panders, for 
God's sake. 

Cziko: Mr. Morgan admits it puts forth the idea 
that women should be sex objects. 

Morgan: Well, why don’t you say it. It panders 
to people who like pictures of naked women. 
Cziko: Excuse me, can | finish ? 

Morgan: What's wrong with that ? It doesn’t put 
forth any ideas. 

Cziko: Articles in the magazine—there’s one 
Eldridge Cleaver Speaks, taking the most in- 
flationary remarks and distorting them. There 
are many—How to Be a Tycoon was the title of 
one of the articles telling men how to go around 
young wives and junior executives. You get a 
little army of nobodies to follow you around. 
This is the whole ideology which exploits both 
men and women. 

Morgan: This is going to sound awfully ponti- 
fical and | intend it to. [Laughter.] The word 
exploitation, which you have used a great deal, 
may | tell you that every human being is 
exploited ? Maybe it’s God’s way. But there is 
nobody who lives who is not exploited. 
Exploitation is that you live basically in fear of 
something, if not death and of everything else, 
or pick your own—fear of inadequacy, fear of 
being stupid, fear of not being accepted, there 


are thousands of fears. You're born into exploita- 
tion. Just as a human being, you're in trouble. 

| wish you wouldn't bring up the magazine 
anymore, because | don’t think you even under- 
stand what it does. It doesn’t lead any thinking. 
It merely panders to people who think that way. 
Most magazines do precisely that. This is not a 
leader in the exploitation of women for women’s 
bodies. It merely works that market, and we 
have every hope that the market will enlarge. 
[Laughter. ] 

! write quasi-smartass articles for it, being 
dirty in a semi-humorous way or humorous in a 
semi-dirty way. What about it ? Men and women 
do go to bed together or behind gravestones or 
whatever they find—that’s sex, you see. Nobody 
exploits anybody's body. 

As a matter of fact, in what we used to call 
“good sex”, the man and the woman have some 
kind of relationship beyond their bodies. They 
possibly might even be friends. They might have 
met and actually have talked. It’s possible—at 
least it used to be when | was somewhat 
younger. Neither was using the other. 

We used to say that men pursued women and 
then, on the other hand, they said that women 
were coquettes and they attracted men. You pay 
your money and you take your choice. If you 
say that putting up a picture of a naked woman 
is exploiting women—no, | have to use your 
word. What's being exploited is the part of some 
men which likes, is amused by or excited by, the 
picture of a naked lady. 

Well, what about it ? Would you like to pass a 
law against men feeling that way ? 

Cziko: Okay, just one basic point that | think 
you misunderstand. | don’t agree with your 


definition of exploitation as fear. | thought | 
made that clear before. Exploitation is material. 
It's definite. It's lower wages. \t’s unbearable 
working conditions. It’s long hours. This is 
exploitation. And a large majority of the world, 
| agree, is born into that economic exploitation. 
But it is by no means natural and it can be 
defeated, because there are certain people who 
benefit from it. 

[You can see how wrong that is. What these 
students are for is a DEMOCRATIC society. 
This girl has seen the unbearable conditions in 
the school cafeteria which is supported by the 
taxpayers of the State of New York. | have no 
children but /’m happy to help pay for this kid's 
education. And for Rockefeller’s new Mall in 
Albany, a place / consider to be unbearable. | 
Goodman: We'll take some questions or brief 
comments from the floor. Would you please 
identify yourself ? 

Question: \'m Bruce Feldman. All through the 
discussion Miss Cziko has kept talking about 
how women hope to change society, but they 
have never answered how. | wonder if she could 
enlighten us now. 

Cziko: | didn’t say that women could change 
society by themselves. | did talk mainly about 
the struggle to unite men and women. | know | 
seem to be talking in abstracts because it hasn't 
happened yet. It has happened in other 
countries. 

But men and women must get together. The 
working people in this country. And they must 
decide that they are going to run the country 
and that the country won't be run by a few who 
hold power, who hold money, and who hold all 
these prejudices over the heads of working 
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- people. 
Goodman: Mr. Morgan would like to comment. 
Morgan: | can't answer your question to her, 
but I'm amazed to hear this old-time talk. You 
used to get it years ago about struggle and 
what the workers were going to do. You see, the 
United States essentially is not a country of 
peasants and workers. The workers now are 
dignified union members who have color TV, 
which is apparently what they wanted. 
Cziko: What about the postal workers ? 
Voices: The postal workers. 
Morgan: The Post Office will be taken care of, 
won't it? Not by us tonight. Do you want to 
discuss a dead horse? You know, why waste 
time. They were put upon and the Congress 
was at fault and we know that and we've got a 
stupid, backward Congress. What the hell do 
you want of me? 

But to hear this antiquated jargon here is 
amazing. You see, when a people want to revolt 
historically, the people who wanted to revolt 
and were successful in doing it, outnumbered 
everybody else. 

In our country, the people who want or are 
talking about revolt are not the majority and in 
many cases—from my experience in going 
around the country—if they keep up talking 
revolt and firebombing and shooting, they will 
get killed, because they'll be outnumbered. It’s 
as simple as that. So, we must make some other 
schedule for living. [/t should be said here that 
just about every time | opened my mouth the 
girls and boys in the audience started to scream 
at me. At this point there was a moment of calm 
and the Sociology Department couldn't stand 
it.] 

Goodman: \f | can just interject here as a 
moderator. Miss Cziko, you have an inextricable 
tie between the women’s liberation movement 
and other radical movements, and they can’t 
help but be related in our discussion, but it 
seems to me that we serve no purpose here 
tonight if we don’t make the relationship back 
to the women’s liberation movement, a move- 
ment involving people who, if all were involved, 
would be, if perhaps a minority, a quite sub- 
stantial minority. 

Morgan: Any woman who is married to a man 
who can't make some deal with him is in a bad 
marriage. 

Goodman: Let me emphasize again about his 
prerogative, and | think what's being suggested 
by the women’s liberation movement is that she 
shouldn't have to make a deal with him, the 
implication being that he has the power to make 
the deal. 

Morgan: To you itis. To me it is that two people 
get married. The man says, “| will take care of 
you.” The girl says, “| will take care of you.” 
The marriage is a fifty-fifty marriage to me. 
There are no implications. The deals are, ‘Do you 
love and understand me? Have we talked 
enough ? Are we a team 2” 

Miss Cziko talked about working together. 
What is a simpler unit to start with than two 
people ? | don’t see why women have to have a 
liberation movement if they are going to get 
married. And if they are not going to get married, 
they can run the world for all the—who cares, 
you know. Women are no stupider than men. 
Question: My name is Denny Cecinido, and | 
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Question from the floor: Dr. Janet Egleson 
wants to know what Henry Morgan is going to 
do about it... 


would like to address this to Miss Cziko. How 
do you personally believe that this economic 
exploitation of women came about? 

Cziko: |'d say simply the rise of private property 
and the amassing of individual fortunes and the 
knowledge that women could serve as a labor 
force and be paid very little. | know it’s probably 
an inadequate explanation, but | can give you 
some sources—readings in sociology and 
anthropology that go into the question deeper. 
Morgan: | do not consider economic advantages 
led people to employ women. Men were vastly 
underpaid all through feudal society, and feudal 
society lasted in Great Britain until the late 
1920s, when nobody could earn a living on the 
land. The landowners were in charge. 

However, | am again surprised, that you tie 
everything in together and that all kinds of 
disturbances you figure are part of the women’s 
problem. 

May | ask you something before a question 
comes from the floor: Do you think that if 
women gain whatever it is you have in mind 
that you think is necessary, that you will 
eliminate the exploitation of all people ? 

Cziko: That is the goal, yes. I’m not saying that 
it could be done in a year or two years or ten 
years or twenty years. People’s mentalities have 
to change before their relationship is going to 
change, and their change in idea is always a 
reflection of achange in the system. . 
Question: My name ts Alan Jilbert. A study was 
done on college campuses. A group of female 
students were put in one room and a group of 
male students put in another room. Each was 
given a series of compositions—some attributed 
to male authors, others to female authors. Each 
person was told to rate the compositions in 
order of merit. 

Another divided group of males and females 
was given the same compositions with the 
male/female author credits switched. 

The interesting thing was that the females in 
each case rated the apparently male-authored 
compositions higher. Apparently, according to 
the study, the females have a conception that 
anything female is inferior. 


Morgan: What you're asking is, are females 
being put in this position, or do they think 
they're in that position ? Now, of course, they 
do. 

Question: Well, how do they get to think— 


' Mergan: Who the hell knows how they got to 


think? That was a mistake on God's part. 
[Laughter] 

Question: |'m Janet Egleson. | was delighted to 
hear that an old male chauvinist such as Mr. 
Morgan believes in equal wages for equal work. 
And since Mr. Morgan is in a position of con- 
siderable power and influence in this country 
what is he going to do about—in the future 
after your statement here this evening—about 
conditions such as the following: The schools 
that give Ph.D.s to women, that give 30 per cent 
of the Ph.D.s to women employ only one to 
two per cent of women on their faculty and even 
a smaller number of those are in tenured posi- 
tions. That's taking the situation which I’m 
currently involved in. 

| was once involved in the same kind of thing 
that you are in, magazine publishing and book 
publishing and writing. And there, as you well 
know, when they want a job done cheap, they 
geta woman to do it. 

You are in a position to change this, Mr. 

Morgan. What are you going to do about it? 
[This lady seemed to be the advisor to the 
group. She is a teacher at the college and, 
therefore, on my (taxpayer's) payroll. | sure 
hate her.] 
Morgan: | must say that I'm delighted to know 
that | have this power. | work these days mainly 
in radio and television, same as | have all my 
life. And | would be hard put to introduce you 
to two people whose minds have changed in 
my adult lifetime owing to something | said. 
Maybe one, but I'm not sure of him. 

No, it goes much further than me. | am only a 
public personality. With a small group | have 
more influence than Nixon. With a slightly 
larger group, more influence than Spiro Agnew, 
and so forth as it goes down till we get to the 
Congress itself, which is a remarkable collection. 

But you must understand—and | hope you do 
and | know you do—our representatives in 
Washington truly reflect the thinking—by 
which | mean the non-thinking—of the vast 
majority of the American people. They are not 
there by accident. They didn’t buy in. They did 
exactly the thing they were supposed to do to 
come to be Congressmen—Senators and 
Representatives. 

Their constituencies do not think the way—I 
guarantee you—anybody in this room thinks, 
including me. | would have adored being a rebel 
if | could have become richer, but that’s my 
hangup. I've been a kind of patsy-boy rebel my 
whole life. It suited me fine. | didn’t have any 
further to go and never thought | knew that 
much. As events proved, | didn’t. 

What am | going to do about lady Ph.D.s ? 
| guarantee you, nothing. | could not possibly 
go on the Merv Griffin talk show and use the 
phrase, if it is a phrase, Ph.D.—and entertain the 
hope that | have captured the fancy of one- 
tenth of one per cent of the listening audience. 
They wouldn't know what the hell it is to start 
with, and they couldn't care less. 


CONTINUED ON PAGE 86 


TARZOOM by Ziraldo 


& 77 & f i 
Se & (| 


...L WALKED, AUD e 
CKED, THINKING OF 


WA 
OUR LIVES TOGE ER gy 


y 


7 
ZZ 


AT DAWA, L DISCOVERED 
THOT REALLY NOTHING MORE ) 
COULD EXIST BETILEN US. of 


Hwee eet z 


LLL d "ail RRR RERREREE WER My 


25 


Pioneering underground movie, 
Pull My Daisy, including Sally 
Goss, Alice Neel and Richard 
Bellamy, was first film financed 
by Walter Gutman, who writes 
overleaf. Top: Joe Dallesandro 
and Geri Miller in Warhol's Trash. 
Top left: Walter Gutman appear- 
ed in person with Janine Soder- 
hjelm in George Kuchar’s Un-- 
strap Me and carried off the role 
with no inhibitions (center /eft). 
Bottom left: Joe Spencer and 
Superstar Viva in Warhol's Bike 
Boy. Jack Smith's Flaming 
Creatures (top right) would be 
something of a shocker even to- 
day. Bottom right: Marine auto- 
matons in Jonas and Adolfas 
Mekas film The Brig. 


MY PIONEER DAYS 
IN UNDERGROUND MOVIES 


The man who got the bills paid for such 
classics as Pu// My Daisy relives the scene 


by Walter Gutman 
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It all began because Zero Mostel, emerging from a McCarthyite cloud, 
was too busy to make the picture. There had to be a change of plan 


became an underground film-maker 

and a pioneer in the underground 

movement by accident. The accident 

took the form of a beautiful woman. 
Her husband was Robert Frank, a noted 
photographer. In the 1950s he did a 
book called 7he Americans, which 
made photographic history. He created 
a photographic style. The Museum of 
Modern Art gave him a one-man show, 
and he was a favorite of Harper's Bazaar, 
Vogue, and the New York Times. But 
he decided that instead of making still 
photographs he would like to make a 
movie. | didn’t understand why he 
wanted to do that, any more than | fore- 
saw that | would want to do that. It was 
Mary who led me, and perhaps him. 

One day in her charming moonbeam- 
sunbeam voice Mary said: “Would you 
like to make a movie ?” | had absolutely 
never thought of doing any such thing. 
The idea of putting money into a film 
horrified me because | could see that 
money disappearing. But | had to think 
it over. And | hadn't realized that things 
had changed and that people were 
making movies without being in Holly- 
wood. It was 1958. 

The directors of the proposed film 
were Robert Frank and Alfred Leslie, 
who was just becoming noted as a 
painter. Their first try was to get Zero 
Mostel, but he was busy. At that time 
Mostel, though a recognized star, was 
still under a cloud from the Congres- 
sional Un-American Committee, and he 
was not in great demand. !n fact, until 
just about then he had been in no 
demand. He had been blackballed. He 
wanted to do this film but he couldn't; 
he had just gotten another assignment. 

Then they thought of doing a film 
based on one act of a play by Jack 
Kerouac. That film became Pu// My 
Daisy and is now one of the classics of 
the underground movement. | had 
nothing to do with the film except 
raising the money, and | never put my 
two cents into any ideas for production 
or directing. | was a very good boy, 
a very good capitalistic type of stay- 
out-of-the-way-of-the-artistes type of 
person; and Pull My Daisy did turn 
out to be an absolutely delightful film. 

This was partly because of the people 
in it. It was Delphine Seyrig’s first 
movie, but a year or so later she was the 
world-famous star of Last Year at 
Marienbad. She was the only pro- 
fessional actor in Daisy. Then there was 
David Amram, just becoming known, 
who did the music; Larry Rivers, now a 
famous painter; Richard Bellamy, who 
proved the most perceptive art dealer of 
the Pop Art/Environment Art period; 
and Allen Ginsberg, famous then as a 
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poet, more famous now as a guru. 

All the others, including the extras, 
were painters, sculptors, poets, dancers, 
really a fantastic concentration of talent: 
Gregory Corso, for instance, then rank- 
ing with Ginsberg as a poet; Mary 
Frank, who currently is making a very 
strong mark as a sculptor. In 1958 
scarcely any of them were in the money, 
and people said then that the $15,000 
raised for Da/sy was ‘supporting the 
East Village’. It was, now that | know 
film casts better, somewhat expensive 
for a 40-minute black-and-white under- 
ground flick. But it was beautiful. | gave 
one of my daughters a print, and | 
screened it recently. 


Things have changed so much since > 


1958 and it couldn't be made now—it's 
sort of like a lost country which you 
wish you were still in... it's very 
philosophical homey, derisive, 
questioning, yet tender. To me in a way 
it is associated with / Am Curious 
(Yellow) except there is no cock- 
nibbling. Daisy does not exploit sex in 
any way, but the girl in Curious was 
curious—she would have fitted into the 
cast of Daisy—and might have been 
even greater than Delphine Seyrig in 
the role of the wife (I felt more real, 
passionate disappointment in her than 
in Seyrig)—but then in 1958 she had 
barely graduated from kindergarten. 
Kerouac himself isn’t in the picture, 
but he narrates the story. While the film 
is based on one of his plays, it doesn’t 
use the dialogue. Jack described the 
film as it was screened for him. It wasn’t 
easy for them to get him to do that. 
Various stimulants, legal and_ illegal, 
were used, and a great deal of patience 
and empathy on the part of Frank and 
Leslie. But the final result was magnifi- 
cent—a good deal because of Jack’s 
voice, resonant, with an underlay of 
Celtic tones—he was Breton by ultimate 
derivation and very conscious of it. 
Also, he was brought up in the Irish mill 
towns of the Boston area. It was a voice 
of poetic lilt mixed with that flat-voiced 
toughness: sentimental and derisive. 
This voice, along with Kerouac’s de- 
scriptive powers, and all the talents | 
have mentioned, made the movie. 
Perhaps you might like a few folksy, 
historic notes on Pull My Daisy. |t 
originally was going to be called “The 
Beat Generation” because Kerouac had 
given that name to the movement, and 
that was also the name of the play. But 
we couldn't use the title because MGM 
was making a large now-forgotten 
production called “The Beat Genera- 
tion’. So | suggested that we call it 
“Pull My Daisy” after the opening song 
—the lyrics for which are the joint 


masterpiece of Kerouac and Ginsberg. 
Somehow that title always creates a lot 
of titters, but the song as rendered by 
Anita Ellis sounds longing, romantic and 
even innocent. Daisy is really a very 
innocent movie. My goodness, in those 
days we wouldn't have thought of any- 
thing like all the things that have been 
thought about since. 

We had very little money at the start. 
The bank account bulged later because 
of a check from Jack Dreyfus, founder 
of the Dreyfus Fund. When we were 
choosing a name for the producing 
company, Alfred Leslie said, “We'll have 
to do it on a shoestring—no—a G- 
string,” and | said, “Well, we should 
call it G-String Enterprises.” We had a 
lot of fun selecting the company check- 
book. We opened the G-string Enter- 
prises account at the main office of the 
Manufacturers Trust Company at 44 
Wall Street. This was because it was the 
building where | officiated as a Wall 
Street expert. | was rather noted on Wall 
Street then because of a stock market 
report | wrote called The Gutman Letter 
and because the New Yorker had just 
done a profile on me and the Letter. 
The Gutman Letter definitely repre- 
sented the Establishment, but it was 
also rather beat. So, representing the 
Establishment but also representing the 
Beats, | brought Robert and Alfred into 
the V.P.’s office with our checks—a 
prestigious $7,500 coming from 
Dreyfus. Both Robert and Alfred were 
dramatically beat, especially Alfred, who 
had neglected to have a molar replaced 
in his upper left jaw. He wore no tie, his 
blue shirt collar was dirty. He, as Robert, 
was unshaved. Alfred, though a short 
man, !s also very strong and had won a 
weightlifting contest a few years before 
which gained him the title of ‘Mr 
Bronx”. Altogether, he looked as a 
longshoreman might have on the docks 
in the days before longshoremen be- 
came so well paid. The V.P. was quietly 
concerned, but very polite in view of 
Dreyfus’s check and ‘my_ Establish- 
ment position. He asked Alfred and 
Robert for some background details of 
who they were, what they did, etc. 
Alfred said: “| am a painter. The Tibor de 
Nagy Gallery is my agent”. 

This blew the V.P.’s mind. “Tibor de 
Nagy ? Tibor de Nagy ? Tibor de Nagy is 
a vice-president of our bank.” Tibor was 
head of the bank's foreign department. 
When he saw Alfred, love was in his 
eyes, because Alfred was a_ very 
promising painter. So the V.P. opening 
the account knew that, beat or not, we 
were all okay. “What color would you 
like for your checkbook?” he asked. 
Being artists we thought this over 


Famous picture of the people who made Pull My Daisy (from left): Larry Rivers, Jack Kerouac, David Amram and Allen Ginsberg (minus beard). 


carefully. Robert and Alfred finally chose 
grey. 

Cassavetes made Shadows when we 
were producing Davsy, and there seemed 
some logic in our having a joint opening 
—our 40-minute movie and his feature, 
which was a bit short. We met at a 
Japanese restaurant. We sat cross- 
legged without shoes. Toes showed 
through holes in several of our beat 
socks. The elegant Greeks and the beat 
Americans. The young Greek millionaire 
backing Cassavetes was fascinated by 
beat America. Mary sat next to him and 
brought out all her magic, but we didn't 
JOIN up. 

As | expected, the film did not make 
enough money to pay back the invest- 
ment of us capitalists. | didn't really find 
being the financier of a movie particu- 
larly thrilling, even though | did love 
this movie; but | gave it another whirl 
when Robert asked if I'd like to help 
him make 7he Sin of Jesus, based on a 
story by Isaac Babel. Babel was one of 
the masters of Russian literature as 
written into the 1940s. He was a 
specialist in pithy, mordant, humorous 
short stories. Sin of Jesus, which | read 
once | was an investor—thus becoming 
an expert on Russian literature—is an 
earthy comic fantasy about a_ slutty 
chambermaid in a low-class Polish 
hotel and an angel who wanted to live 
a while on earth—a lover who would 
never make her pregnant. It was in the 
days before the pill. But she had to be 
careful about the angel’s wings—take 
them off at night because a broken wing 
meant the end of the angel, and with a 
girl like that wings don't last long. It 
made a good story, but it didn’t make a 
good movie. 

| learned a lot about making movies 
from this experience, even though | still 
kept out of the advisory councils. 
Robert had the theory that ‘one man 
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should make a movie’. He wrote me a 
letter about this, which | lost, but it 
seemed like an interesting experimental 
idea—to avoid the artistic compromises. 
But this proved impossible. Not only did 
he acquire advisers—his cameraman, 
his script girl, his wife—but he also had 
Babel, a noted writer, and a strong story, 
yeah, and he also had Jesus. He had a 
great idea for getting away from the 
problem of Jesus—he knew a strangely 
magnificent-looking Negro painter who 
would have made a Jesus so antithetical 
to the typical that he might have been 
believable, but the painter was so un- 
stable that he could not last through a 
day of filming. 

Sometimes you are lucky. When | was 
making my first full-length dramatic 
movie, The Grape Dealer's Daughter, | 
wanted someone to personify a working 
girl of the 1920s. Where do you find 
such a girl now? | met her in an art 
gallery. She was strong, as a girl working 
in a cotton mill should be, and she was 
angry inside. Therefore, instead of 
wearing her best dress and putting her 
hair up the best way and using makeup 
sophisticatedly, she wore a dumpy old 
dress, she hardly put her hair up at all, 
and she slapped her makeup on. She 
was great—but a few months later the 
angry mood passed, she cut her hair, and 
she became a sophisticated woman of 
New York 1969. | was lucky with the 
others who became characters in this 
movie. | found Linda Lubera backstage 
at the circus—she was hitting someone 
with a feather—and she was perfect for 
the character of Juicy Lucy. 

| read an interview in The Village 
Voice that Jonas Mekas had with 
Emile de Antonio on the occasion of 
De Antonio’s The Year of the Pig. |n his 
interview De Antonio said: “When you 
said you were coming here, | remem- 
bered one of the first times we met, 


because | don’t see you much any more. 
But we were together when the New 
American Cinema Group was founded 
ten years ago. We all went in different 
directions, which is fine, but it was a 
curious beginning. | think it was a very 
important moment in films, because 
nobody was really confronting Holly- 
wood or the big phony European 
companies, and most of us had never 
even made a film yet. Shirley [that’s 
Shirley Clarke] was preparing The 
Connection and you were shooting 
Guns of the Trees. \t was in reaction to 
your film that | started Point of Order. 
But some very good works came out of 
the period, and it’s almost time for some 
theater to come up with a retrospective 
of the entire period of the New American 
Cinema—10 or 12 works, the earlier 
ones, because | think—and you know 
I'm interested in history—it’s terribly 
important.” 

Well, De Antonio is an example, | 
guess, of the unexpected in what 
develops, because, as he said, he had 
never made a movie, and what he did 
was to become the agent for Pu// My 
Daisy. | got to know him, since.| was 
sort of the acting managing partner for 
a while of Daisy. Dan Talbot was then 
just opening the New Yorker Theater on 
88th and Broadway, and Da/sy was the 
first picture he showed. So | don’t think 
De Antonio ever thought, or thought 
very positively, of making a movie. But, 
as things turned out, he has become 
one of the significant makers of under- 
ground movies. 

Looking back, one of the people | am 
sorry that | didn’t help—I guess almost 
the only one—was Ron Rice. | guess 
I'm sorry partly because Ron Rice died 
young, suddenly and tragically. He was 
erratic, fierce, arrogant, demanding, 
coming on very hard, sort of taking over. 
All these harsh qualities—well, they 


frightened me. They made me feel, 
wrongly, that he wasn’t sincere. Ron 
Rice made one very complete picture 
called 7he Flower Thief—complete in 
the sense that it had a sort of classic 
architecture, a beginning, a middle, and 
an end—and when | saw it | knew he 
was gifted. It also may have introduced 
Taylor Mead to audiences, and Taylor 
Mead is one of the funniest people who 
has ever been in a movie. | guess Taylor 
Mead looks as funny as Charlie Chaplin 
acted, and he looks as funny naturally as 
Charlie Chaplin did with a lot of makeup. 

Rice’s final picture, the name of which 
| don't remember (and the picture was 
not completed), had a heroine, a 
woman | knew who was rather noted— 
well, famous, let’s say—in Greenwich 
Village, named Winnie. | met Winnie in 
a rainstorm, and that day she was one of 
the most beautiful women |! could 
imagine. | was going to my apartment in 
the Village and | saw this grand, strong, 
magnificent woman being sort of blown 
and battered by the rain. | thought of 
classical Greek statues where her loose 
robes were blown against her body by 
the wind. | crossed the street. Whoever 
she had spoken to had left, and | told 
her how beautiful | thought she was. 
She was happy to have me tell her that. 
Then we went and had a drink, and it 
really wasn't too hard to get Winnie to 
have a drink. One thing we liked in 
common was to babble in French. So 
there we were at the bar, babbling in 
French. Then next morning she was a 
lot more Winnie. 

When | saw Winnie in Ron Rice’s 
movie, | realized how penetrating an 
artist he was. | saw Winnie as a statue, 
he saw her as a woman. In this movie 
Winnie really didn’t do much. There was 
no pelting rain, no babbling French, no 
supererotic, white-hot passion. For a 
large part of the movie she was on an 
empty ferryboat crossing the Hudson 
River, and she was just walking around 
or standing still looking at the river. But 
even though she was really doing 
nothing, inside of her things were doing. 
Inside of her, whatever a woman's 
drama is was in movement. She had a 
serene and lovely, womanly face, but 
there was also this feeling of a woman, 
sensitive, warm, a little sad, sober, a 
little sombre, majestic—many feelings, 
beautifully blended. It was dramatic 
because of what Ron Rice felt in her. 

In those days the underground movie 
scene was very intimate, and the movie 
makers were unknown, except to a few. 
And so, like a political underground, 
this movie underground was a secret 
movement. During this period, one of 
the other people and movies | remember 
with pleasure was Jack Smith’s Flaming 
Creatures. | think even today, with cunts 
and pricks on public display in all sorts 
of bookstalls, it would be something of 
a shocker, because it has real flame in it. 


| don't think it could be described at 
length because it happened more or 
less all at once. A large mass of young 
men in drag met one unfortunate girl. 
They clustered around her, sucking 
from her breasts, sucking her clitoris, 
kissing her all over—frantically, as 
though they hoped to discover some 
great secret from her. Her breasts were 
shaken by their kisses, they quivered as 
though they didn’t want the energy of 
all these curious kisses. Like most of the 
underground movies, it was a literary 
drama. But it was dramatic, not just 
from what was going on (which was at 
that time prohibited and we had to see 
it in very secret places) but because 
something that Jack Smith did raised it 
far above mere sexual curiosity and gave 
it some sort of deep, quivering, fierce, 
human curiosity. Jack Smith is one of 
those who could not have been over- 
ground, 

The secrecy of the movement has 
changed now. It is a huge, nationwide 
and international movement. | really 
don't know that it can be called under- 
ground any more. Not that that really 
makes any difference, because the basic 
principle that on low budgets, with 
small staffs—maybe just the movie- 
maker himself, without professional 
actors usually, or certainly not depen- 
dent on them—a great deal can be done 
which won't be done by large com- 
mercial organizations. And those organi- 
zations have learned a lot from the early 
underground and will no doubt continue 
to learn from the independent movie- 
makers now working. 

One of the things that has changed the 
underground is the startling commercial 
success of Warhol, and more recently of 
Downey. You can’t argue with success, 
but you can sometimes wonder about it, 
because we would all like to be as 
successful as Warhol or Downey. But 
basically the values that an underground 
film has are not commercial values. 
They are usually too intimate for that. 
In a sense they are to commercial film 
making what chamber music is to rock 
‘n’ roll. Some things are commercial but 
still speak deeply and are art. | think it’s 
very bad thinking to piss on commerce. 
After all, Charlie Chaplin when | saw 
him in 1914 and even later in 1928 was 
commercial. But it’s also true that some 
forms of expression are not commercial. 

| never saw Warhol’s movie of the 
Empire State Building (if you think of 
me as a movie critic or a movie historian, 
you are wrong—I am just a person who 
-has paid admission to movie theaters). 
| never saw all of Che/sea Girls, but | 
realized from the hour and a half | did 
see that Warhol was great—or at least 
was then. Whether Warhol was great in 
Lonesome Cowboys or Blue Movie— 
well, | walked out of each, but I’ve 
walked out of some very great ones. 
The point about Warhol is that he does 


it from inside out—both his paintings 
and his movies come out of him and not 
out of a calculation. What was in him 
proved to be a wide message. But it was 
made intimately. 

When | saw Woodstock, which | 
didn't walk out on because | came in 
late, | thought of Chelsea Girls. Though 
it isn’t an official underground movie, in 
Woodstock not only are you seeing 
people who massed themselves because 
of a great common desire—rather than 
being massed as extras by a director to 
recreate an historic event—but you are 
listening to people saying how it is with 
them. This was the drama of Che/sea 
Girls. \n other noted movies—Midnight 
Cowboy for instance—you are listening 
to actors saying how they and we think 
it probably is with them. Probably it is— 
but it's not direct. As | watched 
Woodstock | felt, not always but often, 
that this was a truly great movie—maybe 
one of the greatest so far. It associated 
inmy mind with Birth of a Nation, which 
of course | can visualize only vaguely 
now from when | saw it in 1914, but | 
remember the terrific movement of that 
picture. The silents depended on the 
impact of the visual image and without 
being didactic about the underground 
movement, this is also one of its 
characteristics. 

Statistically, most underground films 
are shorts, and costs are one important 
reason. When George Kuchar proposed 
making Unstrap Me, the first movie 
from a story of mine and in which | was 
a major character, the estimate was 
$5,000 but the final cost was over 
$10,000. The Grape Dealer's Daughter 
probably cost about $10,000. These are 
trifling figures for feature-length films 
compared to any sort of professional 
film, and some underground products 
that | know of have cost around 
$100,000 to $200,000 (though com- 
pared to Hollywood budgets these still 
are low). But the point is that even a 
$10,000 budget is hard to get back 
unless the film gets commercial distribu- 
tion. 

To do this it has to (1) fit into a 
commercial slot, or (2) as Warhol did, 
develop a commercial slot, and (3) get 
theater-owner sponsorship so that tt has 
a chance to prove this. If a picture 
doesn't pull, it doesn’t matter how much 
it is promoted ; but unless it is promoted, 
there is no way to tell. To get a com- 
mercial ‘open run’ presentation is the 
film maker's hardest noncreative prob- 
lem, not only because the typical theater 
owner is not a pioneer but also because 
the cost of sponsorship is high. To give 
you an idea, there are two centers of 
underground film sponsorship in the US. 
One is in New York, divided into three 
related groups, namely the Film-makers’ 
Cinematheque, the Film-makers’ Co- 
operative, and the Film-makers’ Distri- 
bution Center; and the other is the 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 88 


31 


32 PENTHOUSE 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY SHEILA YURMAN 


PENTHOUSE INTERVIEW 


Congressman 


~ 


ALLARD LOWENSTEIN 


Architect of the Dump Johnson move- 
ment, peace leader, and_ students’ 
favourites. Congressman Allard Lowen- 
stein has rapidly become one of the 
most controversial figures in the House 
of Representatives. His persistent stand 
for ending the Vietnam involvement has 
made him one of the few politicians to 
whom student protesters will listen, but 
he is an advocate of healing and re- 
directing society rather than tearing it 
apart. He won his Democratic seat in 
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Congress by capturing the district of 
Long Beach in the Republican state of 
New York. Since then the district has 
been gerrymanderedtoinsure Republican 
votes carry the next election. Defiant, 
Congressman Lowenstein means to 
fight it out. In this exclusive Penthouse 
interview, conducted by Barry Farber, 
he talks of his hopes and fears, for the 
nation and for himself, and urges the 
necessity for reform by constitutional 
means. 


Penthouse: Congressman Lowenstein, you 
are the most spectacularly gerrymandered 
congressman in the U.S. But you have probably 
achieved more stature in your first term as a 
U.S. Congressman than anybody else in the 
history of this country. You could run for a safe, 
or safer, district with honor. 

Lowenstein: | just don’t like to validate that 
kind of political chicanery. The district that | 
represent is the one | live in, and it is the district 
! want to live in. My Corregidor is Long Beach 
and | have no intention of evacuating it, and | 
think we're going to repel the assault on it. | 
think it is going to surprise people to find that 
this district is too intelligent to be successfully 
gerrymandered. Maybe there’s residual Irish in 
me somewhere that doesn’t like that kind of 
thing. | don’t leave fights like that. Let’s see 
what people want. The issue in this election is 
an important one; does the country want to 
pursue the Nixon and Agnew policies that my 
opponent represents? Obviously, they knew 
that the district as it was constituted would 
reject the Nixon-Agnew policies. So they dis- 
torted and dismembered the district. | think that 
now they are going to find out that even this 
new district is not going to take this kind of 
political malfeasance. 

Penthouse: Worried Americans used to worry 
about the Stock Market, then the economy. 
Now we have a higher worry: Can America 
collapse ? 

Lowenstein: We're at a turning point. We 
could tilt into something quite serious and last- 
ing and difficult to reverse. If what we are going 
through right now becomes not aberrational 
eddies but a spiral trend then reversing would 
be very tough. If you say that the situation is 
terminal, you make it terminal, because then 
people give up. If you say it’s trivial, you make it 
more likely to become terminal—because 
people won't make the effort to reverse the 
direction in which we are going. | think we are 
like an iceberg, drifting off into the sea and in 
great danger of sinking. Sure, there are a lot of 
good people running the right way on the ice- 
berg, but that in itself doesn’t reverse the direc- 
tion of the iceberg. To reverse the direction we 
have to work much harder and with a great 
deal more ingenuity at finding the means to 
reverse the drift. 

Penthouse: Do many people really hear the 
alarm ? 

Lowenstein: It's difficult for some to see that 
we're heading into a kind of schizophrenia 
with business as usual, politics as usual, as if 
nothing were amiss, while another large group 
of people despairs of ever persuading the 
country that things need to be _ basically 
changed. | was at a Catholic university in 
the Middle West where the leaders of the 
student body, including its president, informed 
me—after the speech and the question period 
had ended—that most of them had planned ‘‘to 
take to the streets”. They said they would not 
now do that. They felt that some of the things 
| had said made sense and that they would like 
to come and help in the campaign and that they 
would try again to make things change without 
taking to the streets. But the fact that respon- 
sible, elected student leadership in places which 
have never been citadels of radical or anarchic 


thought are thinking in those terms is what so 
many people in the country just do not under- 
stand. Each time we have disruption or disorder 
from students who are on the border between 
deciding whether they will or will not work to 
change things through constitutional means, it 
creates a reaction that increases the difficulty 
of pulling people together in a coalition for 
basic change. A campus will have a group of 
radicals who, in protesting some _ specific 
situations, begin throwing rocks or using dis- 
ruptive tactics. The police will come, will over- 
react and club the radicals. The.campus will 
polarize against the police. The state and the 
community will then polarize against the 
students. That kind of division benefits those 
who would repress, who would turn the country 
further away from its social goals. 

Penthouse: Congressman Lowenstein, you 
were the radical out-loud and on television at 
the 1968 Democratic Convention. You were 
protesting in front of the whole nation. So how 
do you explain the attack on you now not only 
from the Republican side but from the far left ? 
Lowenstein: If we succeed, they fail. If we can 
stop the war and the racial injustice and pull this 
country into programs that would make life 
better for people, there is no place left then for 
the doctrine that the country is inherently so 
sick and so immobile that it cannot change its 
problems through constitutional means. It’s 
perfectly clear that our failure to bring change is 
what has created the climate for extreme action. 
Our success would remove that climate. When 
things are not changing, a feeling of such 
frustration can be created, that people who do 
not think the issues out carefully, see only our 
failure to bring the change. They should then 
ask ‘‘Is there any prospect that the alternative 
effort of the radicals is going to bring change ?” 
That question isn’t asked, what is said instead 
is : ‘Look, you people have failed, let's try some- 
thing else instead.” That incubates violence 
instead of isolating it. But if we succeed we 
remove the radicals’ target, their focus. So in 
effect we are dangerous people from the radical 
point of view. 

Penthouse: You made a career in the past 
two years in Congress—and before that as a 
private citizen—of containing tornados in 
polyethelyne bags. You go before groups of 
young who are hostile to all the system and, 
through your “incandescent honesty” as one 
observer put it, you manage to quiet them down. 
What happens after you leave ? Do they revert ? 
Lowenstein: Well, | hope that | don’t quiet 
people down because it is necessary in this 
country to stir people up as well. The problem 
is to get people to be more militant, more con- 
cerned, more involved, but to do things that are 
more rational and more relevant to bringing 
change! The radicals would love to have the 
idea spread that all | want is to put people in a 
kind of quiescence. After Martin Luther King 
was assassinated many people said “there went 
the leading apostle of non-violence in the 
United States’’—which is not true. He was the 
leading apostle of social revolution through 
non-violence, which is different. What we need 
in the country is a social revolution, and it needs 
to be achieved through non-violence. If we are 
ever reduced to having to choose between the 


violence that comes with no change or the 
change which comes with violence, either 
choice is going to be a disastrous one for the 
country. 

Much as | am distressed with the disruptive 
and violent events that seem to me so uncon- 
nected to their alleged goals, as much as | grant 
that violence hurts everything | care about, one 
has to be aware that there must be proportionate 
indignation. We have disproportionate indig- 
nation. We have enormous national indignation 
if deans are pushed around. We have enormous 
indignation if some rocks are thrown. | don't 
like deans being pushed around and | certainly 
object to rocks being thrown. But, | think in 
terms of the proportion of indignation that we 
would feel in the whole country, it is really an 
inducement to more rocks being thrown, more 
deans being pushed around, more outbursts of 
frustrated venom, when there is no commen- 
surate outburst of indignation over the forms of 
institutional violence which keep seven million 
children hungry in the U.S., which keep killing 
141 Americans in Vietnam for no point, week 
after week, plus all of the Vietnamese, which 
leave tremendous disproportion between the 
way wetreat individuals who have stolen enough 
to give a hungry child food, and individuals 
who are guilty of misappropriating enormous 
natural resources in the country. We have to see 
that one of the things that this generation is 
appalled about is that our indignation is so 
uneven. 

Penthouse: You were elected ‘Man of the 
Year’’ by Notre Dame university. Two previous 
holders of this title were Senator Everett 
Dirkson and General William Westmoreland. 
Does this mean that radicalization has reached 
the midfield stripe ? 

Lowenstein: The position | take and believe 
is right on most of the major issues seems 
clearly to me to be the position the mainstream 
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We have disproportionate 
national indignation—enormous 
indignation when rocks are 
thrown but nothing 
commensurate over seven 
million hungry U.S. children or 
the weekly deaths in Vietnam 
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of the country would have taken and would 
have implemented, had we been able to elect 
a president without the assassinations of 1968. 
It is the position that represents, so far as you 
can say anything represents the inchoate feel- 
ings of the American people, their desire for 
fundamental change. They don’t want war. 
They don’t want a continuation of the present 
structures that deprive both middle-income and 
lower-income people of adequate opportunity 
and fair treatment. Our position is not by any 
means a fringe position. President Nixon 


recognizes that clearly by using our rhetoric all 
the time, even though his political legerdemain 
is such that he can avoid implementing what his 
rhetoric promises. Of course this will buy him a 
great deal of trouble later, because people are 
tolerant of a new president until they see that all 
he’s doing is talking. Then they blame him for 
the failure to solve their problems. 

The middle is irritated at the way things 

are going in the country. If these people cannot 
be harnessed, together with the usual litany of 
alienated groups—the young, black and poor— 
to work together for basic change, they will in- 
stead be polarized against each other and the 
country is in for repression. It can unravel. 
It can produce such enormous tensions and 
resentments that all the latent difficulties of a 
very diversified and complex society can 
dominate. This would be a disaster for every- 
body in this country and everybody who cares 
about its future. On the other hand, if the middle 
group (middle income, middle west, middle 
age—the general middle of this country) can 
harness their desire for change together with 
the kinds of change which would be consistent 
with both their needs and the needs of the 
poorer groups and the racial minorities and the 
young, then you could produce the best period 
for social progress and social justice the country 
has ever seen. The struggle now is over what 
happens to that vast middle group. That will 
determine which way the U.S. goes. My 
judgement is that this group's natural alliance is 
with the other disaffected groups, for its own 
benefit and the benefit of the other groups, and 
for the benefit of the country. | think it was 
Madison who had most to do with designing 
this country so that it doesn’t move without 
great leadership. The confict of interest, the 
pluralistic notion, the whole checks and 
balances system, all these things produce a 
situation which, as | think John Garner said, 
could come to a halt if you don’t have great 
leadership, inspiring people to try harder to do 
more to work together. And that leadership is 
difficult to come by. | don’t know what would 
have happened to the United States in 1933 if 
Franklin Roosevelt had been assassinated at the 
bottom of the depression, and we'd have had to 
cope with John Manse Garner and the depres- 
sion all at once. | don't want to sound like a 
personality cultist, but | do say that when we 
killed Martin Luther King and Bobby Kennedy 
all in the same season, how many more people 
are there who have the national visibility, and 
who can reach out over all the chasms that we 
have? And without them, how do you get the 
visibility? How do you get the energies un- 
leashed ? How do you get hope turning again 
so that instead of giving up and opting out, 
people work together for change? That is the 
question right now. Can we do this in the 
absence of these great figures, can we get 
enough lesser figures working together so that 
they produce change? 
Penthouse: When you face young radicals, 
you try to persuade them to stay inside the 
system. When you are facing the system—your 
brother Congressmen, Administration officials 
—you try to emphasize the validity of some of 
the radicals’ complaints. In which role are you 
more comfortable ? 
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Lowenstein: There are many radicals, depend- 
ing on your definition, with whom one can 
work very effectively, just as there are conserva- 
tives with whom one can work honorably on 
some goals. You don’t have to agree with a 
person on everything to work well with him, on 
some things. The whole doctrine of coalition 
politics, which | believe is an important part 
of changing the country, depends on being able 
to work with people with whom you are not in 
total agreement. | have a tremendous admiration 
for many of the people that are called radical, 
for both their motivation and their spirit, their 
commitment and a lot of their ideas. It isn’t 
something you can make a generalized block 
out of, saying ‘All radicals are this or that’ any 
more than you can say all conservatives or 
liberals are this or that. | am more comfortable, 
if the word means anything, working with 
people who share a deep sense of outrage over 
injustices and who want to bring those in- 
justices to an end, than | am working with people 
who feel comfortable and smug. I’m probably 
more useful trying to work with people who 
have not yet concluded that we need to end the 
war and so on, because that is where the mis- 
sionary work has to be done. It is the people 
who are honestly convinced that somehow they 
should support the war, that the blacks and 
poor represent a terrible threat to the middle 
Class, it is those people I'd rather work on, trying 
to make them see that they are misled. 
Penthouse: Have you perceived any group 
consciously and deliberately trying to mobilize 
frustrations in order to destroy the United 
States? Groups that rejoice when there is 
chaos, and are unhappy when you impress 
your opinion on young dissidents. 
Lowenstein: Yes, of course there are groups 
that will boast that they are going to tear every- 
thing down and start over again. Whether they 
say that they hate the United States or not 
depends, | suppose, on what you mean by the 
United States. They hate it as it is today. They 
may feel that they have a higher love for what it 
would be if reconstructed by them. If you burn 
the place down, you still have to live in it; if you 
turn it into an armed camp, you still have to live 
in that armed camp. | don’t see what, in terms of 
logic or pragmatic impact, they hope to achieve. 
Sometimes their emotional frustration is so 
great that they are not interested in what comes 
next. They think things cannot get worse. There 
is of course an antipathy between my views and 
theirs on what needs to be done and what are 
valid and useful tactics. You'll find people who 
really believe that it is more useful to have 
Ronald Reagan as Governor of California, rather 
than someone who would be willing to tear 
everything down from the left. | don’t agree with 
that. | think that was She politics which had so 
much to do with the destruction of Germany in 
the early 1930s; it is what could be called the 
politics of “all or nothing’. Yet no-one defines 
what “‘all’’ is, so really it becomes the politics of 
nothing. When you ask “‘What is it that this is 
aimed at, what are you going to try to achieve ? 
Is there any relevance ? Is this going to make the 
difference that will make things better?” you 
don't get answers to these questions. What you 
get is fulmination about how nothing else 
works. | wouldn't be honest if | said | am sure 
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that we could salvage this country, that we can 
make it work in a way that'll keep it from un- 
ravelling, that we can end war and right wrongs 
—as Edward Kennedy put it, | don’t know if we 
can or not. | think it is clear that if we don’t do 
it through the efforts of people who want to do 
it through reconciliation and constitutional 
change we're not going to do it the other way. 

Apart from the principles involved, it seems to 
me plain fantasy to think that everyone in this 
country is going to unilaterally disarm except 
the far left. It seems plain that if you have sort-of 
goon squads as a method of getting change, 
the goon squads are not going to be just on one 
side. If anyone really thinks about it, | don’t see 
how he can believe violence can achieve basic 
social progress. The last two years are bitter 
illustration of how right Martin Luther King and 
Robert Kennedy were in what they were trying 
to achieve. 

Penthouse: In the meantime, while we are en 
route to basic change, would you insist on 
obedience to the law ? 

Lowenstein: No. | think there is a great 
throbbing pulse in the history of this country... 
back to Thoreau and further, taking in Norman 
Thomas, Martin Luther King and others... that 
properly maintains that under our constitution 
there is a place for disobedience to the law for 
people who are prepared to take their case to 
the courts and pay the price that the judicial 
system imposes. There is an acceptance in our 
constitution of the whole spirit of the higher law. 
That does not mean that you have the right to 
impose your disagreement with the law on other 
people. The First Amendment is a remarkable 
notion that people are free to act on their con- 
science, say what they wish, but if they try to 
impose that wish on other people they pay the 
price of violating other people’s similar rights. 
So ! would not say that all violations of the law 
are automatically to be condemned. 

Let me make a more general point than this 
technical one. The President says he is a strict 
constructionist, which is always encouraging 
to know. He's such a strict constructionist, that 
his chief qualification for putting judges on the 
Supreme Court is to find someone who says that 
he is a strict constructionist. All of the qualifica- 
tions seem to have evaporated. If he is a strict 
constructionist, one would welcome his reading 
of the constitution. It’s clear in the constitution 
that only Congress can declare war. We've had 
seven years and more of a war that’s not 
declared. I've tried to find someone who would 
introduce a declaration of war in Congress so 
that we could vote on it and see if we want a 
declaration of war. If you believe in the consti- 
tutional process you cannot believe in conduct- 
ing a war without it being implemented. But 
they could never get a declaration of war 
through Congress. What they do is to come up 
with a dishonest, deceptive resolution in 
Congress which talks about supporting the 
President's ‘quest for a just peace”, for free 
elections and freeing American prisoners. They 
are not going to get a just peace with the Nixon 
policy in Vietnam. It is perfectly obvious they’re 
not, but who wants to vote against free elec- 
tions, and a just peace, and freeing the 
American prisoners? It's like voting for air 
pollution. So, the resolution was carried over- 


whelmingly in the Congress. The President then 
boasted that he had the support of the country, 
and of course it’s all 1984 double-talk. You 
don't get a just peace the way they’re going, and 
if you pass a resolution for a just peace while 
waging war, you've done what Hannah Arendt, 
| think it was, warned against, which is turning 
people from being engage to being enragé, by 
the process of having words lose all their 
meaning. The President may think he’s fooled 
the country—he’s fooled a large number of 
people—but it’s not going to pay off politically 
for him in the long run, and-God knows it’s not 
going to pay off for the country. Now that we 
are waging a war without a declaration, by 
evading all the constitutional mandates, how 
can you sit around and say that some kid is con- 
temptuous and irresponsible who says: “I don’t 
want to fight in the war which isn’t declared 
therefore, | don’t respect the draft as applying 
to me?” Isn't his violation of the law infinitely 
smaller than the country’s violation and the 
President's violation ? We never had a president 
elected who would stand on the policies they 
are following. Lyndon Johnson was committed 
to not sending troops to Asia, to not bombing 
North Vietnam. He violated his pledges, was 
defeated and removed. President Nixon came 
in with a commitment to end the war while he 
is, in fact, extending it laterally across more of 
Asia. He has done nothing to end the war that 
is consistent with his promises, nothing what- 
soever, Let there be no assuming that he is in 
some way gradually ending the war. That's a 
fundamental lie. He is not ending the war. 
Under these conditions, you have to moderate 
the indignation you feel about people who, after 
seven years of this, feel frustrations about 
whether constitutional protections mean any- 
thing. | am not saying that people should defy 
the draft—that would be irresponsible and 
wrong because they would have to face the 
price of violating the law by going to jail, and 
that’s a terrible price to pay. They would be 
throwing away a great part of their life. Whether 
there's a political result that warrants that kind 
of sacrifice, seems to me doubtful. All I’m saying 
is that if individuals in this country on conscience 
make the decision that they cannot obey the 
law, that decision, instead of bringing down the 
wrath of vast numbers of patriots who think that 
these individuals somehow destroy the country, 
should be perceived as one of the necessary 
inevitable responses to the violation of the 
whole constitutional mandate that the whole 
country is engaged in. 

Penthouse: Who is extending the war across 
Asia: President Nixon, or the 40,000 Vietcong 
troops that sanctuaried in Cambodia ? 
Lowenstein: Who staged the 
Cambodia ? 

Penthouse: You insinuate that it was a CIA 
coup ? 


coup in 


‘Lowenstein: | think that it’s quite clear that 


the government of Cambodia was replaced in a 
fashion designed to be a blow to the people 
who are fighting in Vietnam. | don’t want to pick 
an agency and hound it, because | think that is 
the kind of scapegoating from the left that’s just 
as unfortunate as from the right. But it is obvious 
that a country that was attempting to preserve 
its neutrality was turned into a country hostile 
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The President does not have the 
support of this country. We can 
beat Nixon on the Vietnam 
issue in any district in this 
country. | tried to resign my seat 
to have a test on this question 
but the Republicans won't 
guarantee an election 


bee 


to the Communists. And the Communists don't 
know what they were expected to do! Crawl 
up and go away? My basic contention is that 
the U.S. has no business being in Southeast 
Asia with troops. That's the beginning. So the 
notion of bases there, the notion of American 
involvement there is in itself creating the 
dominos that we then say are going to fall. 
These people are not our dominos; when we 
call them our dominos we talk about their falling 
and we create a situation which inevitably is 
going to produce an extension of the conflict. If 
we would address ourselves to Asia rationally, if 
we were to understand that China is mainland 
China, that it exists, that it should be recognized, 
that it should be dealt with, that it misbehaves 
toward its own people in the same way that 
governments misbehave, alas, on both sides of 
the Iron Curtain all over the world, it would be 
obvious that there is no justification in giving an 
air force to nationalist China, giving submarines 
to nationalist China, whipping up the frenzy of 
anti-Communism around the borders of China. 
That has to give China a paranoia about her 
future. If we would readdress ourselves to Asia 
in a rational way, we wouldn't have to be in- 
volved ina land war in Asia. We're now involved 
in one, as | said before, without legal base, with- 
out any kind of security need, and with tremen- 
dous, monstrous, misfeasance of our own 
people there in the name of stopping massacres, 
while at the same time we boast every week of 
massacring, of killing 2500 Vietnamese and | 
don’t think that we can go on this way without 
the toll on us being fatal. It's not going to be a 
fatal toll on the Communists, on China or 
Russia. There are no Chinese or Russian troops 
involved. So if you look at the thing any way, 
whether you look at it morally or pragmatically, 
from the point of view of security, or of cons- 
titutionality, the toll is enormous. We are helping 
the Communists enormously by our misbehaving 
in Southeast Asia. And what is much more 
important, we are hurting ourselves badly. The 
President does not have the support of the 
country. This is the chief issue. We can beat him 
in any district in this country if we take this issue 
to the people. People have been lulled into 
thinking that they can't take that issue to the 
people. The doctrine is that Nixon is too popular 
to oppose, therefore no one opposes him, there- 
fore Nixon is popular. | tried to resign my seat 
because | thought it was important to have a 
test on this question. A Republican chairman of 
my county demanded | resign. | voted against 
the appropriations for the war. | voted against 
this spurious, deceptive resolution about “just 
peace” through supporting Nixon in Vietnam, 
and | represent a district which voted for 
President Nixon more heavily than the country 
did. So | said, Fine. Let's find out! This great 
silent majority, they have a chance. Let them 
elect a Congressman who will vote for these 
appropriations, who will vote for the war. If 
that’s what they want, they should have it. | 
invited my opponent who’s been running for 
Congress and very enthusiastically for a long 
time—he thinks that | don't represent the district 
—to come on in. | told him: “Get into the 
Congress now. You're early, ahead of all these 
other people. You'll pile up some seniority and 
you'll become the Mendell Rivers of the 1990s. 


Get started |’ A funny thing happened. They all 
said it was absurd for me to try to resign, that is, 
after they demanded that | resign. | said I'd 
resign if the Governor will guarantee an election 
to fill the seat. Certainly, I’m not going to resign 
so that there is one less vote against these evils, 
but | will resign the moment we have a guaran- 
tee that there will be an election. State Senator 
Norman F. Lanten, my putative opponent, said 
it was banana-republic politics to resign. | don't 
know what he knew about banana republics 
but | know what he knew about politics, which 
was that he would get defeated by an enormous 
majority if they had the election. And that’s why 
they wouldn't have the election. 

We can beat these people if we don’t run away 
from them. You see, if you run away from them, 
two things happen : first, they get the impression 
they have the support of the country, because 
the country doesn’t hear the alternatives; and 
second, you confirm the opinion of those 
people who have always said that we only 
oppose opportunistically, when it is popular. 
You give all the sort of disruptive people the 
opportunity to have a field day, because they 
are all that is left. That is what they want. They 
want to have a choice between Abbie Hoffman 
and Julius Hoffman, because what would you 
go to from there ? What happens to everyone 
else in the country, if you choose like that ? 

What was so outrageous at the whole 
Chicago trial procedure was that this was a 
political trial. How can you have atrial in which 
you indict people on only one side after what 
the Walker Commission determined was a police 
riot? A fair trial in Chicago, in which people 
inciting and causing violence on both sides had 
been tried, wouldn't have made martyrs of the 
Chicago Seven. That is what happened, they 
have been made martyrs, and they have an 
enormous following among people who dis- 
approve of police brutality and political trials. 

Spiro Agnew listed the great troubles of 
America the other day as the yippies, hippies, 
the complainers, and the protesters. | think 
that’s what he said. I'd like to see which of the 
great problems of this country—inflation, war, 
taxation, the collapse of education, the collapse 
of the cities, poverty, hunger—have anything to 
do with the Hippies, the Yippies, the com- 
plainers and the protesters. Are these things 
caused by these people? Obviously Spiro 
Agnew calculates that if he can make people 
think that the choice is Spiro Agnew or Rubin, 
then the people would choose Spiro Agnew. 
And | suppose he’s right. That's what would 
happen. Now you have mini-Agnews springing 
up all over the country, selecting their own 
opponents, smearing people that don’t agree 
with them, yelling slogans about disruption 
being caused by this and that and the other 
thing. Everybody else in the mainstream, in the 
middle, all the good people in this country that 
want to see changes, who want to see an end 
to the injustices and the war and whatnot, they 
just end up being polarized against each other. 
We are in a nightmare period now, when every- 
body knows what's wrong, but we seem to be 
unable to summon up the will and the energy 
to do anything about it. 

Penthouse: Al Lowenstein, could you draw 
a scenario for a happy ending ? 
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Lowenstein: It could work out that we defeat 
the people that support the President. This year 
in the elections, in the seniority system, in the 
House and in the Senate, the rules must be 
changed so that democratic government func- 
tions and that those people get elected who will 
vote the kinds of priorities the country needs. 
It seems to me that if we did that soon, by the 
time a new President took office in 1973 we 
could be fairly certain that it would be a 
President who understood the problems and 
would be trying to find solutions. We would 
then have a period of healing and it would be a 
long, slow process. The significant thing is to 
get the momentum going in the right direction. 
If this happens you get more momentum be- 
cause you get more people willing to work at it, 
and things which now look almost insoluble, 
given the will, leadership, money, brains, can 
be solved. Restated, it is a question of getting 
the direction reversed. It is necessary to raise 
people's spirits, hopes and goals, so that they 
work together and make things start happening 
the way Franklin Roosevelt did in the Depres- 
sion and the way John Kennedy was able to do 
later on. If we can get that kind of thing going, 
there is no reason why we couldn't come out of 
it a much better country, because people now 
see, | think, how important it is to do the right 
thing by a// of our people, and not just some of 
them. 

Penthouse: Doesn‘t it make you lose your 
cool when belligerent students compare the 
killings at Kent State with Nazi Germany ? 


Lowenstein: No, | don’t think it should make 
you lose your cool if people shout at you, 
though maybe the first time it happens it’s 
understandable. The principle should be that 
you should be ready to discuss anything, what- 
ever hostile questions may be asked. It is only 
when the effort is made to keep you from being 
heard that you have to be clear that you are not 
going to accept disruption from left or right. 
That's not the way that any country can work 
out its differences. 

Penthouse: You once confided a grim pre- 
diction: ‘In two years, | may be as irrelevant as 
Hubert Humphrey.” Would you explain this ? 
Lowenstein: If we can't make change come 
through constitutional process there isn’t really 
much of a role for those of us that can’t accept 
the way things are now. And we can’t see any 
future that will be any better for this country 
if it comes out of violence. If the so-called 
Establishment bureaucrats are too powerful to 
be dislodged through lateral procedures, and 
if the constitutional guarantees of free speech 
become less and less relevant, then, of course, 
the leadership of people who want change will 
fall into the hands of more desperate tacticians. 
At that point there won't be room for the kind 
of political leadership and effort that those of 
us that are committed to the democratic process 
believe can work. 

Penthouse: What do you think the conse- 
quences would be if we did what you want and 
ended the Vietnam war now ? 

Lowenstein: | think the consequences would 
be enormously better than if we continued the 
war. Nothing can lead to pleasant consequences 
in South-East Asia, but we must understand 
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that an end to the war would be considerably 
less unpleasant than a continued massacre of 
people and a wiping out of countries. Obviously, 
even if we end the war, we have not by any 
means ended the difficulties in this country. 
But, if we can begin to heal wounds and right 
wrongs which have made this country so close 
to coming apart it is difficult to tell what comes 
after that. If we end the war, we then have a 
chance, at least, to organize and get things 
done at home. That's what | hope will happen. 


Penthouse: Don’t you fear, once it is apparent 
that America is no longer going to be the cop on 
the beat, that the Communists will take not just 
the domino countries Keymoy and Matsu and 
South Korea, but perhaps even thrust into Israel 
and Western Europe? 


Lowenstein: | am sure that if we stay in 
Vietnam that will happen. It is on the way to 
happening right now. We are letting all of our 
military forces be pinned down and over- 
extended. Our country is bitterly divided. And 
there’s inflation causing ruin for the middle 
class and for old people. With all these things 
going on at once we won't have the strength, 
the leverage, the will to pull our forces together 
against aggression, if it genuinely occurs in some 
other place. The longer we stay in Vietnam, the 
more likely that we'll make other mistakes, 
because people are going to say, “I don’t want 
to be involved anywhere in the world. It’s all 
like Vietnam.” And obviously, it may not be that 
at all. Right now we are at a turning point. If 
we Can get out of Vietnam, if we can get out of 
Indo-China and begin negotiations with China 
about the control of nuclear weapons and the 
rest of it—in other words begin to normalize our 
relationship with mainland China—then, there 
is some hope. A lot of changes aside from our 
dealings with South Vietnam will have to be 
made in our foreign policy. But that’s the key: 
that’s the start. 


Penthouse: Do you think that there will be 
renewed calls for your resignation or impeach- 
ment because this interview appears exclusively 
in Penthouse ? 


Lowenstein: Well, like | told you, if they dis- 
cover that they can’t get you any other way, 
they'll look for irrelevant things. | think that the 
whole test this fall is going to be very important, 
perhaps more so than any other off-year elec- 
tion. Because, if we can’t win the elections 
where there is a clear choice, the polarization 
will increase because more people will turn 
fanatical—or at least they will do dangerous 
things. Fanaticism can come in a minute and 
then you have years to live it down again. So 
we face the necessity of having candidates who 
will inspire the feeling that they really do care, 
that they will work without self-pity, without 
self-seeking, to bring about the kind of changes 
that are so overdue. The Carswell defeat was 
important, because it showed that we could 
win on something that was a question basic to 
people’s self-respect. But it takes a series of 
successful demonstrations that things are not 
inevitably going to go wrong before rational 
people will get revved up enough to try. Our 
problem is that so many of the people that need 
to try just aren’t trying. Understandably after the 
assassinations, they've lapsed into this feeling 


that whatever we do, in the final analysis it is 
going to be stolen away, and we are not going 
to be able to consummate things. We were so 
successful in ‘68, in very difficult circumstances 
and without major leadership, and now that 
success has produced a_ disproportionate 
response of despair when it wasn’t consum- 
mated. ‘We tried every way we know how’’— 
| just heard kids say this in camp—‘‘to change 
things but nothing changes.”’ But most of the 
effort that was made was made within the 
months between the McCarthy campaign in 
New Hampshire and the end of the Californian 
primary, and for the short period that it was 
tried it produced extraordinary changes in the 
country. Things did change, but then they 
weren't consummated because of the assas- 
sination. The transcendent need of the country 
is to make that effort again, but of course 
without Robert Kennedy and Martin Luther 
King. If Robert Kennedy had lived, we would be 
in a different state now—his is the only death | 
know of that keeps getting worse. It is so per- 
fectly clear that here was a most necessary 
human being in our midst. 

Penthouse: You haven't mentioned President 
John F. Kennedy, who was also assassinated. 
Do you think that Robert had more ability and 
potential than his brother ? 

Lowenstein: | think that if the first assassina- 
tion hadn't occurred, we wouldn‘t have been 
in the situation we were in as a country in 1968. 
The disaster of the first assassination made the 
situation so tragic and brought the second one 
about. This discussion has centered on how to 
change where we were, and Robert Kennedy 


-at his point in history was uniquely crucial to 


the change we needed to produce. The country 
was in much worse shape than in 1963, less 
able to withstand what happened in spring, 
1968. Assassination traumatizes much more 
than ordinary deaths do because it leaves you 
with the doubt that you can really govern your- 
selves. John Kennedy in his time was a 
tremendously important part of what good 
things were happening. The country felt that it 
was moving in the right direction, that we were 
going to be able to solve our terrible injustices 
and problems. | was in Mississippi a good part 
of 1963, where things were terrible. We were 
arrested and hounded, people were killed and 
shot at and beaten, there was terrible suppres- 
sion; it was like South Africa, but there was 
never a doubt in people’s minds that we were 
going to change it. Now the mood of the 
country is so visibly the opposite, with a sense 
that we can’t change things, that things don’t 
make sense. It’s completely wrong to give up 
on everything now because of seven years ago. 
How can it be true that a country that was 
capable of solving all of its problems seven 
years ago is now not capable of solving any of 
them ? That's obviously nonsense. How can it 
be true that what was politically on the verge of 
happening two years ago is now impossible ? 
It's just not true. So that while you can say that 
we have not fulfilled the hopes you can’t say 
that they are not fulfillable—that’s a very 
different thing. 

Penthouse: Congressman Lowenstein, thank 


you. 
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SAC OF GALILCe 
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Gye thought of as the home of the most 

piquante and praiseworthy specimens of 
female pulchritude, France has suffered, during 
the flowering of permissiveness in the Western 
world, the galling experience of seeing her 
formerly féted womanhood crowded off the 
international scene. Upstart beauties from places 
like Sweden and Italy have surged to stardom on 
the screens, and even in contests like Miss World 
the crown seems to be snatched by shapely 
aspirants from lands as remote as Australia, Peru 
and India. Rarely is there a nod in the direction of 
the breed who made chic a word in every 
language. 

Perhaps, with the passing of the stern cen- 
sorious years of de Gaullism, /a patrie may now 
recapture her former eminence in this fragile 
field. At any rate, her eclipse, temporary or not, 
cannot be attributed to lack of suitable talent, 
living proof of which is provided by Penthouse’s 
latest Pet of the Month, 21-year-old Francoise 
Pascal. The case can safely be left for the pictures 
to make, but by way of underlining the point we 
must add that Francoise’s vital statistics, suitably 
translated from the metric, stack up at 37-24-36. 

Inevitably enough, Francoise set her sights on 
the movies, and with a portfolio like hers she 
soon prompted producers into finding a spot for 
her on their casting lists. In one of the films 


Lay down your arms and surrender to me...! 
Militant mademoiselle gives Israeli uniform a 
new shapeliness. Comrades in arms (left) give 
Francoise a delighted welcome. Tanks a million! 
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adorned by her presence she appeared alongside 
Amber Dean-Smith, an unforgettable early Pet 
of the Month, and the first to ascend the annual 
Penthouse throne of Pet of the Year (as recorded 
in the International Edition last November, and in 
the U.K. Edition vol 2 no 1). How much further 
progress could by now be reported will never be 
known, for — by her own decision — Francoise 
interrupted her fledgling film career and em- 
broiled herself in the military hostilities of the 
Middle East. 

The explanation of this wilful piece of French 
leave is that, though French-born and French- 
raised, Francoise is of Jewish parentage. ‘| am 
French, voyez-vous, but | am also Jewish, and 
when one is Jewish one cannot be neutral about 
Israel.’ So far from being neutral, Francoise said 
au revoir to the studios and flew off to enlist in 
the Israeli army — a force whose military prowess 
becomes all the more remarkable when you 
consider the distracting quality of its feminine 
cadres. Parenthetically, it occurs to us to wonder 
whether the draft would be so universally 
execrated if it offered the prospect of comrades- 
in-arms like Francoise... ? 

Not that worldly motives played any part in this 
exodus. In her own words, “It is a spiritual cause. 
To one brought up in the Jewish faith, Israel is a 
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state of mind.” She feels that 
“one doesn't fight for Israel like 
just another nation. It is not a 
question of defending one coun- 
try’s boundaries against another 
country.” What Francoise feels 
she is defending is a whole 
tradition of life, its dignity and 
its historic values. Not content 
with her own military contri- 
bution, she also intends to 
donate the Penthouse fee for 
her Pet of the Month modelling 
to a war relief fund, an act that 
lends new meaning to the 
phrase Gaza strip. 

“Posing in the nude is unusual, 
| know, for Israeli girls, but this is 
in a very special cause. Besides, 
we French don’t have those 
hang-ups about nudity. We take 
a more contemporary view.” 

In or out of uniform, as our 
pictures (photographed in Israel) 
attest, Francoise can be counted 
on to make an eyeful in Gaza —or, 
for that matter, in Suez. As 
returning veterans may yet be 
singing: If you knew Suez like we 
know Suez — oh, oh what a gal! 
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would guess most people have 

something secret they like to eat and 

drink. Usually these people are quite 
furtive about it, mentioning it only as a 
form of self-amusement. | have tried 
several strange things myself, though 
nothing as far out as live fish, broiled 
locusts or other such self-flagellations. 

On the other hand, before dinner, 
when | am sure of real honest-to-good- 
ness nourishment within an hour or 
two, | may permit myself the ecstasy of 
an alcoholic wallop, unless | know that 
I’m going to drink wine. However, if my 


companion in silk seems vague about . 


getting a meal on the table because of 
bedroom ennui, | bravely resist all temp- 
tations to indulge in alcoholic nectars, 
no matter how masterly the lady’s con- 
coction of London Dry Gin, vermouth 
and peels or twists may be. 

What is a dry martini to me? It is as 
warming as curling one’s bare toes at 
hearthside with the Pet of the Month, 
or as stimulating as that first mental 
soul kiss with a screen siren. Yes, a 
well-made dry martini or Gibson, prop- 
erly chilled and nicely served has been 
my true friend more often than any 
lovely creature... ‘for gin was surely 
born of beauty — Venus perhaps — and 
sired by Jupiter in a flash of soft light- 
ning.” 

Now how do you make a perfect mar- 
tini ? No other drink has had such a fuss 
made about it. It has been glorified and 
reviled; it's been the happy juice of 
society and indeed is the dreamstuff 


_ of today’s fashionable set. It is the one 


perfect before-dinner drink and on Wall 
Street, State Street, Wilshire Boulevard 
or Madison Avenue the one drink that 
makes lunchtime worthwhile. 

In Washington the favorite is a dry, 


_ dry martini with the vermouth applied 
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with an atomizer. And one of my favor- 
ite bartenders, Louis of the Bull & Bear 
in New York's Waldorf-Astoria, serves 
a 30 to 1 Bombay martini in a special 
old-fashioned glass. 

The martini recipe most highly re- 
vered is that developed by Bernard De 
Voto (3.7 parts gin to 1 part vermouth) : 
“Sound practice begins with ice. There 
must be lots of it, much more than the 
catechumen dreams, so much that the 
gin smokes when you pour it in. The 
ultimate formula ends ‘and 500 pounds 
of ice.’ Fill the pitcher with ice, whirl 
it till dew forms on the glass, pour out 
the melt, put in another handful of ice. 
Then as swiftly as possible pour in the 
gin and vermouth, at once bring the 
mixture as close to the freezing point of 
alcohol as can be reached outside the 
laboratory, and pour out the martinis. 
The final brush stroke is a few drops of 
oil squeezed from lemon rind on the 
surface. You must be unhurried but you 
must work fast, for a diluted martini 
would be a contradiction in terms, a 
violation of nature’s order. That is why 
the art requires so much ice and why 
the artist will never mix more than a 
single round ata time, counting noses.” 

According to De Voto, ‘“With the mar- 
tini we reach a fine and noble art and 
we reach, too, the wars over the gospel 
that have parted brothers, wrecked 
marriages, made enemies of friends.” 

Thus, the perfect martini is a de- 
batable point, each devotee claiming 
to be able to make the perfect drink. 
This has led to some strange experi- 
mentations. Bartenders add orange- 
juice and call it “The Bronx’. Others re- 
place the vermouth with grenadine, 
mint syrup, anchovies, hard cider, crys- 
tallized violets, absinthe and even 
Chanel No. 5, catering to tastes that 
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could emanate from another world. 

People have stubborn theories about 
the garnish or “third rail’ to say nothing 
of the most notably successful variant 
of the gin martini — the vodka martini. 
But more about this in a moment. In 
most places a plain green olive is pre- 
ferred to stuffed ones. As for the lemon 
peel, its boosters are divided into two 
schools of thought: some only twist the 
peel to secure the oil and then discard 
the peel itself whereas others drop in 
the entire peel. In any event, the lemon 
peel is increasingly favored over the 
olive, though with the less aromatic im- 
ported English gins, a twist of orange 
peel is catching on. 

Now, should one shake or stir ? Huge 
controversy has arisen from time to 
time over the question of shaking ver- 
sus stirring. Today stirring is almost 
universal, and. with a glass stirrer, but 
nonetheless the prevailing pattern is 
also that the customer is always right. 
Martini-drinkers are confirmed brand 
name enthusiasts — from James Bond, 
who insisted on Smirnoff martinis, to 
the hero of Funeral /n Berlin who would 
ask for a Beefeater martini. 

Poppy Cannon, food editor of Ladies’ 
Home Journal, noted that ‘‘a martini 
must be more frigid than snow.”’ A mar- 
tini on-the-rocks should be thoroughly 
stirred with ice cubes and then poured 
quickly into a pre-chilled glass. Fresh 
clean ice is more important than you 
may think, because ice that is kept in 
trays tends to absorb food odors. And a 
warm martini is an affront to good taste. 
Therefore, the perfect martini depends 
on fine English gin, the particular ver- 
mouth, the people, the place and 
the time. 

This is as good a time as any to point 
out that a less than snow-white martini 


is not necessarily inferior to a white 
one. The vermouth or other mix will im- 
part an off-white color; a good bar- 
tender will tell you this when your face 
turns a bit sour as you hold the drink 
up to whatever light there is. If you are 
like me and want a safe sure-tasting 
martini anywhere in the world, follow 
Winston Churchill, a veteran martini- 
drinker who was said to achieve the 
ultimate in dry martinis by “glancing at 
the bottle as he poured in the gin.” He 
proved that a fine imported English gin 
is part of the sublime cocktail of the 
knowing man. 

The martini has been around a long 
time. According to Liquor Store, it came 
into existence in the 1860s and was 
originated by Jerry Thomas. Jerry, a 
bartender known as “The Professor,” 
claims to have originated it while tend- 
ing bar at San Francisco’s Occidental 
Hotel between 1860 and 1862. He 
mixed a drink for a traveler on his way 
to Martinez, California and called the 
drink Martinez. 

Aword about the difference between 
English and American gins. It is due to 
two basic factors. First, English water 
is vastly different and does influence 
the character of the fermented mash 
and the spirits distilled from it. Second, 
the slightly lower proof of spirit used by 
the distiller in England gives more 
character to the spirit. 

Virtually all gins on the market use 
the word “dry” as descriptive of the 
brand. It simply means lack of sweet- 
ness. The term “London Dry Gin” was 
applied originally to gin produced near 
London. Today it has become generic 
and is applicable to American gins. 

And what about the gin’s cousin... 
vodka ? The ‘‘dear little water’ (trans- 
lation from Russian) has become a 


favorite with Americans because it is 
virtually flavorless and leaves the taste 
of the mixer unchanged. 

Increasingly it is making its appear- 
ance in the martini. Vodka, like whis- 
key, is an alcoholic distillate from a 
fermented mash of grain (and not pot- 
atoes !). Whereas whiskey is distilled at 
low proof to retain flavors, vodka is 
distilled at high proof to extract all flavor 
congeners. 

Vodka’s origin can be traced to Rus- 
sia and Poland. Hence it is no surprise 
that the Russians have a formula for 
enjoying it to the fullest. “Keep vodka 
stored on ice and drink it straight. When 
you have -had all you can hold, stick 
your feet into the ice box and keep 
drinking.’ Two Russian brands, Stoli- 


’ chnaya and Russkaya, are available 


here that make marvelous martinis, 
though you might want to drink them 
Straight and icy cold. If you like a more 
pronounced taste, try Zubrowka, a 
vodka steeped with buffalo grass. 

If these popular white spirits can't 
stimulate your bartending creativity 
there are a few others that can whip 
your taste buds into shape. In this cate- 
gory, tequila is probably the third most 
popular. If you travel in Mexico, you 
can ask for the weedy-tasting mescal. 
It’s bottled at 90 proof and is not aged. 
Because it may contain small quantities 
of mescaline, it is not advisable to try it. 

In Brazil, tiquira is well-known as a 
90 proof wallop. This spirit is distilled 
from tapioca roots. 

In Hawaii try okolehao, a distillate of 
molasses, rice and ti-roots juices. | 
suggest you try the white okolehao, 
whichis made of coconut milk. 

Last and certainly not least, is aqua- 
vit, the national drink of Scandinavia. 
Drink it neat and chilled as you do 


Russian vodka. Try it as a ‘‘change of 
pace’’ Bloody Mary — the caraway seed 
flavoring gives it a unique character. 

If, by this time, you’ve had enough 
talk about ‘“London” and “dry” and 
your tongue is as parched as mine is 
let's remember Alexander Woollcott 
saying, “Let's get out of these wet 
clothes and into a dry martini.” Ot->g 


SOUPED-UP GIBSON 

1 part vermouth 

4 parts gin 

6 pearl onions 

GIN‘N’ SIN 

2 jigger gin 

tsp orange juice 

tsp lemon juice 

dash grenadine 

Shake well with ice & strain into glass. 


VODKA ICEBERG 

1 jigger Stolichnaya 
dash of Pernod 
Allon rocks. Stir. 


MARGARITA ESPECIAL 

1 oz. tequila 

dash of Grand Marnier 

juice of lemon 

Pour over crushed ice, stir. 

Rubrim of glass with lemon rind. Spin 
edge in salt. Pour and sip slowly. 


ASTRONAUT COLLINS 

1 jigger Smirnoff vodka 

1 tbsp honey 

juice 4 grapefruit 

Stir, add ice & fill with soda in tall glass. 
BUZZ-ER 

1 part honey 

2 parts lemon juice 

8 parts gin 

Shake vigorously with cracked ice — 


thenset down ! 
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HOROLOGES FOR THE MAN OF THE HOUR. 


With mother of pearl, enamel, precious tiger eye, Florentined gold...today’s 
timepieces threaten to make clock-watchers of us all. And what better way 
to show these new dressed-up faces than with the dressed-down help of 
Barry McGuire and Sally Eaton, two of the new faces to come out of Broad- 
way's production of the rock musical, “Hair.” 

LEFT, TOP TO BOTTOM. Helbros electric 433" day date watch, auto wind- 
ing, water and shock resistant, matching expansion bracelet, $120. Girard 
Perregaux, stainless steel case, water resistant, black leather racing band, 
$50. Bulova Accutron day date watch, blue face sets off white raised roman 
numerals, water resistant, blue corfam strap, $175. Tissot ‘Sideral, fiber- 
glass chronograph, two counters for minutes and seconds, special scales, 
slide rule and speed measurement, water resistant, $79.95. CENTER, 
LEFT TO RIGHT. Movado, selected for permanent collection in New York's 
Museum of Modern Art, 14K yellow gold, $185. Lucien Piccard, 14K white 
gold, mother of pearl dial, 30 diamonds accent roman numerals, hand 
satin finish, $1250. Audemars Piquet, green enamel dial, 18K yellow gold, 
black alligator band, $1100. Rolex, Cellini collection, 14K yellow gold, burnt 
orange dial, scratch resistant saphire crystal, brown reptile band, $350. 
RIGHT, TOP TO BOTTOM. Piaget, tiger eye dial, 18K yellow gold, alligator 
band, $1400. Omega, 14K Florentined gold case with matching dial and 
mesh bracelet, $550. Zodiac, 24 diamonds frame 14K white gold dial, 
matching bracelet, S600. 
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costs me nothing and, as a matter of fact, admitting my 
selfishness always catches people off balance. 

At the age of 40 | had the kind of good looks that only 
money can buy. My health was as perfect as a clinic of 
specialists could make it. Dr. Luke always insisted | go to his 
clinic for what | called his annual joke: two and a half days 
of testing and probing and prodding just to deliver the line 
that | was “sound as a dollar.” But not only were my habits 
moderate in eating, drinking and smoking, | exercised 
regularly at swimming and squash and three times a week 
had sauna and massage. Hence | was five-foot-ten of 
glowing health, clear-eyed, no flab and my features were 
clean cut by the best sculptors money could buy instead of 
that rather careless craftsman called Life. 

| had not married by 40 for the same reason | had not lost 
my health or my fortune. | was prudent. | was clever. 
Even if a young woman came to me with the purest motives, 
contact with my considerable wealth ended by contaminating 
her. The best of them became confused about what they 
wanted and it was my custom to resolve their confusion by a 
large cash present as | said goodbye. 

Of course it occurred to me after a number of years that 
it would be simpler to put the whole business on a cash basis 
at the beginning. It was cheaper and simpler. So for five years 
| was a habitué of houses of prostitution. | should say of one 
particular house of prostitution. 

It is well known that the most expensive prostitutes are call 
girls and do not work out of an establishment. But this was 
not my taste. Like many other men | like the atmosphere of a 
house of prostitution, much prefer it to having a girl come to 
my own house. | like other customers around with whom | can 
drink and chat, anonymously if | prefer. | like seeing a number 
of girls around and being able to observe them without 
having to entertain them or direct all my attention to them. 
Besides, as | have no taste for nightclubs, a house of 
prostitution provides me with a complete evening's entertain- 
ment. 

Countess Johnson runs the only house of prostitution | 
would consider going to west of the Rocky Mountains. Her 
prices are such, and she is so little-known, that her clientele 
is very small and very select. 

The girls are fabulous. The house itself is huge and 
furnished with catholic, but impeccable, taste and every girl 
there is first educated to that standard. | mean they can talk 
to you about the furniture, the paintings, the carpets, and it is 
not merely a memorized lecture. The Countess sees to that. 
The training she gives her girls is as rigid as any of the classic 
geisha establishments of pre-war Japan yet as modern as a 
Swiss finishing school. 

The training period is one year, one year before a girl may 
have a client. The year is spent in classes, examinations, 
observation, study. The novices also serve as part of the staff, 
passing drinks and canapés, operating the motion picture 
projector or as voyeurs for those customers who like that sort 
of thing. They learn to cook for those clients who |ike a small 
meal served in a private room, and even to sew, as there are 
also clients who are not comfortable unless they arrive at the 
Countess’s with a button dangling for a woman to notice 
and sew on. 

I've gone into such detail so that you could understand my 
surprise when one evening | arrived at the Countess’s and 
she said to me: ‘‘There’s a new girl, Sylvia, a virgin, if you'd 
like.” 

Of course | was offended. | had been a regular client for 
five years. | knew the establishment almost as well as the 
Countess, knew exactly how it operated, and for her to make 
me an offer more suited to a place below the border that 
catered to servicemen both shocked and hurt me. | concealed 
my emotions however, though | was almost of a mind never 
to set foot in the place again. “Why me?” | asked with the 
tiniest bit of irony. 

“It's your birthday,” the Countess said. 


She was right. That was the sort of thing the Countess 
always remembered. It was my fortieth birthday. But that 
didn’t make Sylvia a virgin. And as far as | was concerned 
nothing could make Sylvia a virgin because the one year of 
training, naturally enough, was not confined to the social arts 
and graces. “Countess,” | said, “My hat and coat, please.” 

“It's true,” she said, showing no surprise so | knew she 
had known what | was thinking. “It’s an experiment. Would 
you like to hear about it ?” 

| owed her that at least and | agreed, and over a glass of 
champagne in her library — the Countess was a great reader — 
she told me that in her earliest training Sylvia had proved so 
apt and so unique that the Countess had decided to depart 
from the usual regimen. “| decided,” she said, “that | had 
let my clients down in a certain way. All my girls, as you 
know, are the most accomplished in catering to men but | 
had none with that much rarer quality of making men cater 
to them. I'd overlooked that and, considering the type of man 
who comes here, | think it was a great mistake.” 

“Ah,” | said, intrigued and beginning to be convinced. 
“You mean a girl for the man who has had everything.” 

“Exactly,” she said. “A girl whom he must please. But 
you understand that cultured and wealthy men like yourself 
are reluctant to make this effort normally because of a 
suspicion that . . .”. 

“The more he gives the more she'll want,” | couldn’t help 
finishing. 

“Exactly,” she said. ‘But | thought that perhaps here some 
of you might enjoy such a challenge.” 

“That's very deep,” | said to the Countess. ‘A magnificent 
understanding of the psychology of your clientele. Countess, 
you deserve every measure of success. | apologize for 
doubting you. And I’m honored to receive the first invitation 
to this experiment.” | grasped her hand and squeezed it. And 
then | thought of something and frowned. 

“What's the matter 2” the Countess asked. 

“It just occurred to me,” | said, ‘That a girl is only a 
virgin once.” 

“Surely that’s enough 2” she said with a twinkle in her eye. 

“But what happens afterward ?” | asked. 

“We mustn't,” she said, “anticipate the results of the 
experiment.” 

| stared at her and thought that over. ‘Of course!” | said. 
| felt quite lightheaded really. It’s a silly, but real, quality of 
the rich that often they are most concerned to please, or be 
pleased by, their tailors, barbers or masseurs. | was delighted 
that the Countess had selected me for this. ‘Where is 
Sylvia?” | said, grinning. ‘“What is she ?” 


house, sumptuously furnished like everything else. 
| entered the door to the livingroom and closed it 
behind me, softly. There was no one there. 

| strode into the bedroom, then | stopped abruptly. Sylvia 
lay, swathed in something expensive and filmy, on a ten-foot 
bed, taking up all but one foot of it. Where is Sylvia ? What 
is she ? Indeed! Sylvia was a giantess ! Blonde and beautiful 
yes, but a giantess. 

“You're Sylvia ?”’ 

“The one and only,” she said. “Come in and close your 
mouth.” 

Which indeed was hanging open. | closed it and tried to 
regain some poise. But | couldn't help staring. | was a long 
time in absorbing how really beautiful Sylvia was. But 
then | think it takes longer to recognize beauty on a huge 
scale than a small scale. We're predisposed, perhaps because 
of ego, to appreciate small things but it takes a kind of 
courage to appreciate enormous things. 

She was blonde and her hair was very long. Her features 
had a sculpted quality, very clean lines, and an expression 
not so much of repose as distance, abstractedness, attention 
elsewhere. 


G ‘hous had been given a suite, a small apartment in the 
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Her body was gorgeously proportioned, but what propor- 
tions! If one felt lustful one might well be puzzled where to 
begin, where one might get a handhold, so to speak. But the 
nine feet of Sylvia baffled lust at the moment. Unless one is an 
animal one must have an orientation to have desire and | 
couldn't conceive the relation between five-foot-ten me and 
nine-foot her. 

She patted the bed by her with a hand | could have stood 
on and said: “Sit down.” 

| did. She looked at me with no expression at all. Her eyes 
were light blue. Her teeth were perfect. 

“I’m Fairleigh Crevelling the Third,” | said. 

“| get fairly crevelling myself this time of evening,” she 
said and began to laugh. Nine feet of voluptuous blue-eyed 
blonde shaking with laughter in a filmy nightgown was 
spectacle enough to make me overlook the slight to my 
family name which is, you must be aware, a very good name 
indeed. 

In all this time | had really forgotten what | was tnere for. 
Only when her laughter was beginning to quake to a stop did 
| recall my conversation with the Countess and that | was 
there to please her, not she to please me. My eye raked over 
that great amount of blonde, sizing up the task, the blood of 
the Crevellings rose to the challenge and | put a decent sort 
of smile on my face and told her she was very witty. 

“Give me a cigarette, will you ?” she said as if she hadn't 
heard me. | told you I’m a selfish man myself and of course 
many people in my circle are equally, or more, so. So instantly 
| recognized that | had to deal with someone who would 
never acknowledge a compliment. Countess Johnson had 
handed me a very difficult task. 

{ handed her a cigarette from my case. She read the brand 
name before putting it between her lips for me to light. And 
then | reminded myself that ‘‘task’’ wasn’t the word to use. 
| was meant to satisfy mysalf in the attempt to please her. 
| wondered now if that was as brilliant an idea as it had 
seemed in the Countess’s library. 

“You don’t have much conversation, do you 2?” she said 
accusingly. 

“| beg your pardon,” | said. “| was thinking.” 

“Thanks a lot!’ she snapped and then pouted. 

“I’m terribly sorry! | said instantly and put a hand out to 
her arm. She slapped it away. And it was a hand as big as my 
face and it hurt. | couldn't remember ihe last time anyone 
had been able to strike me. 

“Get me some champagne,” she said. 

| crossed to the small bar with the silver bucket and 
champagne, trying to regroup. | returned with a glass. 

“You're not drinking 2” she said. 

“It might go to my head,” | sallied with mock inflections 
of danger. The sally fell flat. All nine feet of ner told me, 
without words, and in the most humiliating way, that it 
wasn't in my Capacity to threaten her. In fact she rubbed it in. 
She got up, rather gracefully for a person her size, and 
crossed to the champagne bucket, grabbed the bottle and 
came back and thrust it in my hands. 

Breeding disappeared and | was angry. | took the bottle by 
the neck, tilted it and drank, a thing I’ve never done in my life 
before. And then | lunged for her. Yes, | lunged for her despite 
the fact that what | felt for her at the moment was anger, not 
lust. | was angry and determined that no blue-eyed blonde, 
no matter what size, was going to intimidate a Crevelling. 

| tore away her filmy gown and hurled myself on her 
breasts. Between them, | should say. And even as | tried to 
put my arms around her, savagely, | began to realize | was 
making a ghastly mistake. In seconds | knew that because of 
her unusual proportions some radical, not to say unusual, 
technique was required to consummate any union with 
Sylvia. And whatever that was would require her co- 
operation. Yet | was committed to a traditional attack and | 
went on with it even when | knew | was doomed to failure. 

One might want to recall the Charge of the Light Brigade, 
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but | would alter that historical event to fit this case. Imagine 
that the Six Hundred, penants flying, sabres and lances 
flashing, cantered down that valley and cantered and 
cantered and the valley turned out to have no end to it. 

Consider my position, overshadowed by those monstrous 
breasts, groping for an embrace around an unspannable torso, 
trying to develop tumescence through sheer spleen and 
violence to enter a vagina whose real location was a mystery 
to me and could only be discovered by my turning around and 
looking for it. Everything was out of perspective. To the 
horizons of my peripheral vision was smooth white flesh. 
And |am aman of average height. 

Then under me was another earthquake of laughter. It was 
too much. | clambered off all that body and stood by the side 
of the bed straightening my clothes and glaring at her mirth- 
stricken face. All that unsynchronized quaking flesh held no 
fascination for me this time. | only wanted to own it. To buy it. 

“How much ?” | shouted at her. 

She continued to laugh. 

“Dammit!” | said, though | rarely swear. “How much ? 
Whatever itis Ill pay it!” 

She just shook her head as tears rolled down her cheeks. 
“Ten thousand! Fifty thousand! A hundred thousand! A 
million 1 

“Is there any champagne left ?” she managed to choke out. 

“A cellar!’ But | handed her the bottle, wiping off the 
mouth first. 

“And a cigarette.” The quaking was subsiding. 

“A factory !" 

“Alight.” 

“I'll burn Rome!” But | lighted the cigarette with my lighter, 
lighted it in my mouth and then handed it to her. 

“You're really something,” she said, shaking her head at 
me, her eyes still screwed up in amusement. 

It drove me wild. | hated her. “| love you,” | said, and my 
voice shook. 

“Marry me!” 
obscenities. 

She began to laugh again. “Ask the Countess,” she said. 

That was all | needed and | raged out of the room, slamming 
the door behind me and went to see the Countess. | was not 
inamood to be trifled with and the Countess, though showing 
some surprise and perhaps a little disappointment at her 
experiment becoming my experiment, said if Sylvia wanted 
to it was all right with her. 

“Go tell her!’’ | said for | didn’t want to see her or talk to her 
until we were married. It never occurred to me that she would 
refuse. That was, | suppose, the Crevelling blood. 


| shouted at her, barely choking back 


fter | had acquired more pounds and inches of virginal 
yas blue-eyed blonde than anyone else in the United 
States, | declined to take advantage of it until | could 
do so in a way | could permanently consolidate. That is a 
roundabout way of saying | did not attempt to consummate 
our marriage. Perhaps that was really why | had married 
Sylvia, so that | could have the leisure to play a way of 
finally entering Sylvia which wouldn't make me _ look 
ridiculous. 

It was soon apparent that | could expect no help from 
Sylvia. To risk a crudity, like Mount Everest she simply 
seemed to be there saying: ‘Here | am. Climb me if you can.” 

| think perhaps she was surprised when, on the honey- 
moon, | made no attempt to take her virginity. We went first 
to a small island in the Sea of Candia, owned by a friend of 
mine, and that first night | simply bowed out of her chamber 
and went to my own to sleep. The next morning she looked 
cross. The morning after that she was angry and that night 
we had words. 

“lf you're trying to whet my appetite...” 
dangerously. 

“Not at all,” | said. 

“Then what kind of routine is this 2?” She was sitting up in 


she began 


the huge bed my friend had had built, wearing a peek-a-boo 
pegnotr. 

“My dear Sylvia,” | said. “There is so much of you and all 
of it is a landscape of such incredible beauty that, like a 
painter, | feel | must understand its very soul before | lay on 
the first brushstroke.”’ 

Her eyes narrowed alittle. She knew | was up to something 
and she sensed that it would not be to her advantage. “You 
realize I'm a young and healthy woman,” she said. 

| was ready for that. ‘You will be examined by a physician 
at regular intervals, Sylvia. Should you prove not to be intact, 
through no fault of my own, | will see that you are ruined in 
every other way too. | promise you | will dedicate my fortune 
to the task.” 

“Why don't you dedicate yourself to ruining me?” she 
pouted. 

| knew, of course, that in her eyes marrying me had been 
a transaction and she wanted to deliver the goods and move 
on to the next item of business. My hesitation could only 
mean | wanted to negotiate other terms. Which | aid. 

“All in good time, Sylvia,” | said. “One doesn’t buy a Rolls 
Royce and then take driving lessons in it.” 

“You don’t care for me at all,’ she said, a hint of little-girl. 

“I'm willing to be devoted to learning that,” | replied. 

“You just can’t!" she said. Scorn this time. 

“Ask the Countess.” 

“You're afraid of me!” No respecter of the Marquis of 
Queensbury, my Sylvia. 

“To the extent that you intimidate me, Sylvia, | am willing 
to go to a great deal of time, effort and money to ascertain the 
cause and eliminate it.” 

| could see her chewing that over. | could see the moment 
when she understood it. | could see, by a little glint in her 
eye, when she arrived at a conclusion about it and instantly 
decided to keep it to herself. Then she smiled, ‘Then that’s 
your problem, isn’t it!” 

“It is,” | said. “And Crevellings have never shrunk from 
problems.” 

She giggled and after a moment | understood and flushed 
with anger. Sylvia, |won't...” 

“Get me some caviar,” she said. “And champagne.” : 

“I'll have it sent in,” | said. | stopped at the door for a 
parting remark. “You won't beat me that way,” | said. 

“I'll have more fun trying than you,” she said. 

When we returned to Los Angeles after the honeymoon, 
our public life began and of course we were instantly 
notorious. |, one of the wealthiest men in the world, she no 
doubt the largest beautiful blue-eyed blonde in the world. 
The virginity remained a matter between Sylvia, myself and 
the physician | employed for the periodic examinations. 

Sylvia could, and did, spend money like a small nation. Yet 
of course that had to be her role, one | could encourage. In 
absolutely every way she had to have more than anyone else. 
That | was capable of providing the money for it was a part 
of my role that | possessed all nine feet of her. Any niggardli- 
ness on my part would be an open confession of inadequacy. 

We played our parts so well that | am safe in saying no 
couple in the world was so admired and envied. Our private 
lives had, however, become somewhat strange. A year had 
passed since our marriage and | had yet to have Sylvia. | 
only kept on renewing those very expensive options. 

| must make a confession. The problem of intercourse with 
Sylvia seemed as insurmountable as ever. Perhaps even 
worse. The more | adorned her expensively and magnified 
her image before the world, the more people imagined | 
possessed and, unfortunately, the more | expected of myself. 
Well it was a bit more complicated than that: the more 
Sylvia seemed to expect of me, by which | mean that after a 
year she seemed to expect nothing at all, which is a great deal 
to require of a Crevelling. She didn’t even seem interested any 
longer. Which meant the task of reducing Sylvia had become 
monumental. 


There were other complications. If regular inspections kept 
Sylvia from the joys of intercourse, | too was prevented. For 
me to have returned to the Countess’s would have been a 
confession that something was wrong with Sylvia and | had 
invested too much in her for me to be able to make it. Even 
to have quietly slipped a girl into my rooms was too great a 
risk. The world would have given a great deal to know that | 
was unsatisfied, that sexually | had, so to speak, purchased the 
white elephant of all time. 

Of course it occurred to me as it must have to you that | 
could throw prudence to the winds and simply hurl myself on 
my nine feet of blonde and, as the expression goes, take my 
pleasure. She couldn't refuse. And who would know ? 
Well, | would know and she would know and, worse, there 
was the danger that once | had felt myself to be humiliated | 
could not carry off my role as previously. It would show. 
Most important of all, | knew that if | hurled myself on 
Sylvia and took her maidenhead despite the cost in pride to 
me, | would have lost the one means | had of insuring that 
she was truly mine and no one else’s. Bitterly | recalled what 
| had said to the Countess that evening so long ago: "’...a 
girlis only a virgin once.” 

It seemed to me that | had paid plenty for that hymen and | 
was reluctant to, as it were, throw it away. Certainly Sylvia, 
once she had lost the key to the gates, might well begin 
holding open house. 


little over a year after our marriage | decided it was time 
pa to have a talk with Sylvia, a very serious talk. It was her 

habit to stay in bed mornings, her bed in her room, and 
there | went and found her at coffee and croissants. 

“Sylvia,” | said. ‘Let's speak frankly. Things cannot go on 
the way they have.” 

“Why not 2?’ she asked. 

“Because | don’t wish them to,” | replied. 

“It was your idea to begin with,” she pointed out. ““Re- 
member the honeymoon—so-called 2” 

| took a deep breath. | was over 40 and inexperienced in 
anything but casual relationships, let alone marriage. But | 
suspected that in every relationship that has possibilities of 
depth there comes a point where you must disinter something 
fundamental and examine it with ruthless honesty if there is a 
hope of proceeding. 

“Sylvia,” | said, “We need a new modus vivendi.”’ 

“| haven’t even seen the old one,” she said. 

She wasn’t making it easy for me but | was determined. “| 
can’t live without sex,” | said. “| must have you.” 

She put down her croissant and uncovered eight of her 
nine feet. “Here | am,” she said. 

| searched her face. She knew. What | said next was one of 
the most difficult things | have ever had to say In my life. 
“| don’t wish to appear ridiculous,” | said. 

“Who to ?” 

“To myself. Perhaps to you.” 

| didn’t like the sudden glint in her eye at that last. “| won't 
knock it until I’ve tried it,” she said. “Who are you more 
afraid of, me or you ?” 

“Sylvia, | warn you,” | said warningly. 

“Well, what do you want me to do?’ She was suddenly 
angry. ‘And why does it have to be me ? You said it was your 
problem not mine. You wanted to get married. You wanted the 
moon without the honey. And now you come to me and tell 
me/‘ve gotto dosomething aboutit!" . 

| lost my temper slightly too. “Well what do you think 
you're supposed to do? Lie around looking nine feet worth 
of beautiful ?” 

“Isn't that what you bought me for ?” 

“No!” 

“Then what did you buy me for ?” 

My mouth opened and closed several times, inviting an 
answer to leap out. None did. But there was a great deal 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 82 
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PRECEDING PAGE SINGLE-BREASTED DONEGAL TWEED COUNTRY COAT BY 
MAVEST, $70. ESSEX STYLE, ALL POLYESTER, PERMANENT PRESS HOPSACK 
TROUSERS ARE FROM THE YOUNG EXECUTIVE COLLECTION, BY CHAMPION, 
$21.50. SHIRT IS A BENTLY DESIGN BY JAYSON, $12. TIE BY SCHIAPARELL! 
FOR BURMA BIBAS, $10. FLEXAIRE BOOTS BY BOSTONIAN, $27. 

OPPOSITE FAR LEFT AUBURN SPORTBACK MODEL SUIT BY LOUIS GOLDSMITH, 
$75, WITH HIGH, DEEP CENTER VENT. TROUSERS CARRY TUBULAR EFFECT 
FROM KNEE TO CUFF. BENTLY-DESIGNED SHIRT BY JAYSON, $12, TIE BY 
BURMA BIBAS, $10. MANSFIELD CINCH STRAP BOOTS ARE BOSTONIANS, $25. 
CENTER SINGLE-BREASTED PLAID SPORT COAT FROM LARRY KANE OF 
RAFFLES WEAR, $95, PLEATED, FLANNEL TROUSERS FROM THE SAME 
DESIGNER, $40. BENTLY-DESIGNED PERMANENT PRESS SHIRT BY JAYSON, $12. 
TIE BY BURMA BIBAS, $10. PLAIN TOE, STRAP AND BUCKLE OXFORD SHOES 
IN BLACK CALF BY BOSTONIAN, $27. 

LEFT PLUM-COLORED VEST SUIT IN CUT CORDUROY, WITH LONG TUNIC VEST 
AND STRAIGHT TROUSERS. OUTFIT BY CATALINA MARTIN, $75. COORDINATED 
STRIPED SHIRT WITH CLOSE TO THE BODY FIT, ALSO BY CATALINA MARTIN, 
$12. FLEX-O-MOC SLIP-ONS IN CRANBERRY GRAIN GLUV WITH GENUINE 
CREPE RUBBER SOLES AND HEELS ARE BOSTONIAN, $19. 


4 


tr eo tie oe ah ae ea 
cele “< pS re 
iN eg ee ee oe he aot 


fallas provides a perfect background for our fall fashion roundup. 
It was in Big D that the leaders of the men’s fashion industry met this 
year to preview the coming season's subtle yet lively new styles. 

Officially, Dallas is the eighth largest city in the United States. Its 
metropolitan hub houses more than 1.5 million people. Some 4,000 
more arrive each month to set up housekeeping. 

Dallas has 208 schools, 153 parks, 51 hospitals, 70 movie theaters, 
13 radio stations, six television stations, three daily newspapers and 
more than 15,000 hotel and motel rooms. It is the home of the Cotton 
Bowl and the Dallas Cowboys. 

Such millionaires as James J. Ling, the conglomerate builder, Ross 
Perot, the headline maker, and Troy Post, airlines and real estate, 
live in Dallas. A famous downtown department store puts out a 
Christmas catalogue frequently listing such annual ‘‘musts” as his- 
and-her airplanes, live pet elephants, yachts, home kitchen computers 
geared to compile recipes and guest lists at $10,600 per unit, hand- 
carved jade screens for $1 million and a brand new tank truck filled 
with cologne for $5 million. That’s Neiman-Marcus of course. Directly 
across the street is a discount department store where you can buy 
factory reject undershorts at $1.29 for a package of two. 

Little of which did John Neely Bryan dream might happen when he 
founded Dallas in 1841 by building a one-room log cabin that can still 
be seen in the downtown area today, preserved and chinked with clay. 

Dallas is the home of Braniff-International Airlines, whose super- 
modern $11 million air terminal at Love Field is complete with the first 
airport monorail system in the world, a unique people-mover that 
transports passengers between parking lot and terminal. “I finished 
hostess-training school and received the biggest disappointment of 
my life,”’ a young Braniff hostess recently confided. “I was assigned to 
Love Field in Dallas, and it turned out to be an airport.” 

Texans eat big and they talk big in a loud, folksy, dimwitted way 
that betrays the brilliant business minds that have made the city a 
major center for electronics, aviation, insurance, banking, manufac- 
turing and wholesale distribution. 

Long steeped in conservative tradition, Dallas Is just now becoming 
something of a swinger. But in order to find a hot time in the old 
town you’ve still got to do it before midnight. Liquor laws are archalc. 
You can buy hard drinks only in private clubs, but it’s perfectly okay 
to pick up a bottle of booze at a corner drug-store, carry It Into a 
restaurant and ask the waiter for a glass. A pretty little public rela- 
tions girl, meeting a client for lunch, thinks nothing of batting her baby 
blues as she opens her purse and delicately pulls out a pint. Gun laws 
are similarly unique. It’s a crime to carry a concealed weapon, but it’s 
not a crime to have a gun at your waist or a rifle over your shoulder. 
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"$65. POLYESTER PERMANENT PRESS TROUSER BY CHAMPION, ABOUT $25. JOHN. ny 
WEITZ SHIRT FOR EXCELLO HAS DEEP, DOUBLE-BUTTON CUFFS, PATCH POCKET AND 
ING: JE 1S BY SCHIAPARELLI, $12. OXFORD STRAP AND BUCKLE 


SHOES BY BOSTONIAN, $27. 

ABOVE RIGHT DOUBLE-BREASTED, CABLE CORD WALKING COAT BY MAVEST, $65. ALL 
WooL TROUSERS. IN MUTED PLAID, ABOUT $25. MULTI-STRIPED, FRENCH CUFF SHIRT BY 
JOHN WEITZ FOR EXCELLO, $17. TIE BY SCHIAPARELLI,, $10. STRAP AND BUCKLE 
FLEXAIRE BOOTS BY BOSTONIAN, $27: 


_BROWN net BY! BOSTONIAN, $25. 
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PART 12 OF AN OUTHAGEDUS SEX SATIRE BY FREDERIC MULLALLY 


YOUTH JUICE 
DRIVES THE 
CHINESE CRACKERS 


THE STORY THUS FAR: . Profligate heiress Wanda von 
Kreesus, at 19 the world’s richest beauty, has already 
compromised the leaders of France, Britain, the U.S., 
Germany and Russia into obeisance to her will. Her final 
target, China’s Chairman Yu Pi-hi, is being propped up in 
power by a Peking triumvirate who have just learned of a 
miracle regeneration worked by a Hongkong doctor on a 
90-year-old patient. They send for the doctor. NOW 
READ ON. 


octor Yu Tse-ah was 
trying to be helpful at 
his first meeting in 
Peking with the Inner- 
In Council of Three. 
He had, he assured 
them, an enormous 
rospaes for Chairman Yu Pi-hi, who was 
the fountainhead and the - spiritual 
leader of all Chinese everywhere. He 
had even brought with him as gifts for 
the venerable leader a porcelain vase 
of the Wan Li period and a 13th-century 
horse painting by the illustrious Chao 
Meng-Fu (both objects, needless to 
say, whipped by Wanda from the von 
Kreesus collection of Oriental Art). 
What he hadn’t been able to bring was 
the one and only thing the Council 
wanted out of him—the miraculous 
elixir for restoring the Chairman’s 
waning faculties. 

“It was the sheerest chance, com- 
rades,”” he explained, “that put me in 
possession of a half-litre of the legend- 
ary Tokay Essenz. An emigré from the 
jackal revisionist republic of Hungary 
...no money to pay my fee for aborting 
his Chinese mistress. | seized on it— 


not for myself, a non-drinker and 
chronic priapist—but because | had 
long nourished a_ clinical curiosity 


about the validity of the claims made 
for this distillation of the grape.” The 
doctor blinked anxiously over his 
pebble lenses. “Il am not boring you, 
comrades ?” 

“We'll let you know,” Mee Pi-lo 
said, softly. “Carry on, Doctor.” 

“Well, | decided to try it out on this 
nonagenarian neighbour of mine—a 
poor soul, advanced in senility, who had 
admitted to me, as a patient, that the 
last time he had had it up was on the 
eve of the Japanese invasion of 


Manchuria. My only regret, comrades, 
is that in my impatience to get results, | 
allowed him to finish off the entire 
half-litre at one sitting.” The doctor 
ventured a pleasantry. ‘Perhaps, in the 
light of events, | should have said at one 
standing 2” 

No-one laughed. 

Yen Tu-tung said: ‘Are you telling 
us you have no idea of the minimum 
clinical dose required to sustain, inde- 
finitely, a patient’s virility ?”’ 

“That is so,” the doctor admitted. 
“In the case of the nonagenarian, the 
effect of the half-litre had worn off 
within three days. Measured into an 
initial—ahem—stiff dose, with sub- 
sequent booster shots, it might have 
made him a menace to the neighbour- 
hood a great while longer.” 

“We are wasting precious time,” 
spoke up the third member of the 
Inner-In Council, one Wun Tu-ten. 
“Let's just buy in a case or two of this 
Hungarian hooch and have the Chair- 
man’s own doctor try it out on him 
without further delay.” 

And so, East and West and North and 
South their messengers rode fast. And 
came back emptyhanded. Their stories 
tallied. Every existing bottle of the rare 
Tokay Essenz had been bought up by a 
beautiful but eccentric young Swiss 
multi-millionairess, Wanda von Kreesus, 
who, obsessed by the fear of losing her 
looks, had shut herself away in a 
palatial villa near Otrano, there to 
preserve her youth and loveliness for 
ever on a daily swig at the Magyar 
soup. 

“Otrano ?”’ exclaimed Mee Pi-lo, who 
knew his Europe from having worked as 
a waiter on the chicken chop-suey 
circuit. ‘‘“Why, that’s at the heel of 
Italy, only about 50 miles across the 
Adriatic from our staunchest ally in the 
world, Albania.” 

nSOVe 

“So let's have them send a raiding 
party across one night and requisition 
the entire cellar of this monopoly- 
capitalist hoarder.”’ 


Wun Tu- ten was shaking his head. 
“Too risky. The Albanians might catch 
on to why we want the stuff, and no-one 
outside these four walls must ever know 
that. Let's send an emissary to this 
von Kreesus woman, appealing for her 
help in the matter of some ageing 
anti-communist Chinese philosopher 
whose underground followers have 
smuggled out their hard-earned money 
to buy the oil that will keep his splutter- 
ing flame alive.” 

So they tried it, sending Marshal Yu's 
own doctor. But no dice. Mademoiselle 
von Kreesus was sorry about the ageing 
philosopher, but you know how it is: 
you give to one ageing Chinese philo- 
sopher, you gotta give to the lot. Of 
course, if she could have met him in 
person . . . But that, alas, was out 
of the question. She could never step 
foot outside the villa, not for all the 
rice in China. What if she were involved 
in an accident, and a splinter of glass 
from the windscreen . ? She had 
buried her lovely face in her tapering 
white hands and sobbed hysterically at 
the very thought of it. 

“As nutty as a full portion of chicken- 
and-almonds”, the doctor told the 
Council of Three. ‘But | got to see over 
the cellars and | tell you, comrades, it 
nearly broke my heart. There’s enough 
Tokay Essenz there to see our great 
Chairman through to a lusty 100th 
birthday.” 

“It's the next 12 months we're 
concerned about,” Mee Pi-lo snapped. 
“And, anyway, even if we could get 
out hands on the stuff, there’s no 
guarantee our leader would respond to 
the treatment.” 

“One week—that’s all I'd need,” the 
doctor sighed. ‘One week, on a regime 


‘of two wineglassfuls a day. | know we 


could get that much out of her if only 
she could be exposed to our Chairman's 
irresistible personality.” 

The rumours about Yu Pi-hi’s senility 
having by now begun to take on 
increasing circumstantial detail, it was 
agreed after much agonized debate 
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Unclothed communal 
cavortings In swimming bath make a memorable 
sequence in new Marcello Mastroianni movie. 
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PHOTOGRAPHS BY ALLAN BALLARD 
TEXT BY ROGER FINBOROUGH 


|‘ this age of talk therapy, touch therapy, and you-name-it 

therapy, it was only a matter of time before someone ex- 
plored the curative capacity of water—which, after all, has a 
respectable tradition in this department, what with ‘taking 
the waters” at fashionable spas, not to mention the religious 
prodigies of Lourdes..Sure enough, along came the Gestalt 
water therapy, a psychiatric fringe enthusiasm so strong in 
pictorial potential that it might have been invented for the 
movies. According to the initiates, this group water therapy 
promotes well-being and a release of the emotions. More 
significant from a movie-maker's point of view, It involves 
naked couples leaping up and down in water in the course 
of striving todiscover themselves and theirownlatentemotions. 

With this promising situation as his starting point, pro- 
ducer Robert Chartoff and his colleague Irwin Winkler have 


Naked water gyrations by Mastroianni, Whitelaw and others are groovy 
group therapy, gravely indulged in the cause of emotional awakening. 
Film is directed by British director, John Boorman. 
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Nudity, racial 
violence ,and 
segregation 
are among 
fashionable 
themes 
included in 

the movie. 
Peaceful 
submarine 
scene of 
guess-who 
group picture 
(above) 
contrasts with 
street punch-up 
(right) between 
Billie Whitelaw 
and Glenna 
Forster-Jones. 
Opposite, top: 
Climactic 
conflagration 
caused by 
explosion of 
revolutionaries’ 
arms cache 
echoes actual 
incident in 
Manhattan. 
Moviemakers 
used real, but 
condemned, 
mansion. 
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concocted Leo the /ast, a wide-screen Eastmancolor pro- 
duction ambitious enough not only to enter for the 1970 
Cannes film festival but to attract the stellar services of 
m, Italian heart-throb Marcello Mastroianni, and sexy London 

_ West End actress Billie Whitelaw. Noted for her appearance 

{ as Desdemona opposite Sir Laurence Olivier’s remarkable 

| Othello, Miss Whitelaw has lately won for her role in Charlie 

, Bubbles the Society of American Critics’ Award for the 

Best Supporting Actress. 

To those who may be imagining that water therapy in 
movie terms amounts to a studio romp, it should be ex- 
plained that the entire company of Leo the /ast had to spend 
two days immersed in water heated to 90 degrees. What's 
more, the camera crew, along with riggers and electricians, 
endured duplicate dunking. Indeed, owing to the necessity 
for underwater lighting, the electricians had to be skilled 
swimmers, experienced in the use of aqualung equipment. 
The outcome of these devoted efforts is a scene where Leo 


(Mastroianni) and Margaret (Whitelaw) are shown practising 
water therapy in the buff. 

As the plot has it, Leo is a world-weary European prince 
(a vanishing breed everywhere except on the movies) bent 
on a search for new sensations. Among the new sensations 
sought is happiness, which presumably is where Billie White- 
law comes in. Anyway the whole thing is conducted under 
medical auspices, the doctor In question being that avant- 
garde medic David de Keyser, who guides their aquatic 
cavortings in a spirit of scientific sympathy, under the pro- 
fessional eye of director John Boorman. 

No contemporary screenplay being complete without a 
racial sub-plot, the prince relieves his boredom by giving 
away his palatial home to black neighbours. His friends, 
thinking he must have gone crazy, move in. Thereupon the 


World-weary water babies (right) are Mastroianni and Whitelaw whose 
Joint immersion has satisfactory sequel! in mutual scrutiny (top). Oppo- 
site: Entire camera crew had to take to the water to film aqueous antics. 
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prince and his supporters throw fireworks 
at his own house, and, since a flavor of 
revolution is considered de rigueur at 
today’s youth-orientated box office, the 
fireworks land on a cache of explosives 
stored there for a revolution. The con- 
sequent conflagration is doubly dramatic. 
Not only does it provide a stirring scene 
for the movie, but it also helped clear 
three condemned properties in London's 
Notting Hill Gate district—with eight fire 
engines and two police cars standing by. 


Coy poolside cubicle 
strip (above and right) 
precedes mass 
denuded dunking, 
with revealing 
consequences 
(opposite). 
Emboldened by water 
therapy, perhaps, 
patients /ater place 
nude blow-ups of 
body parts on selves 
(top). Billie Whitelaw 
strategically positions 
picture of her naked 
breasts on top of the 
real thing. 
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Leo the Lion (July 24th through August 
23rd) 
After dating a Leo lady go to your nearest zoo 
and study a lioness. She has all the same 
qualities. Cat-like grace, deceptive beauty and 
super sex appeal, but don't attempt to feed her 
from the bars unless you want to start a new 
trend in figure design. A Leo lady is all woman 
and, as the London cockney saying goes, 
“Don't touch the marzipan. It is only for looking 
at.” 

lf your name is Smith, Robinson or Cohen 
change it when you go out with this lioness. 
Sihe prefers Kennedy, Churchill or Vanderbilt. 
Not that she is a snob, she just thinks that kind 
of signature looks better on a hotel register. 

You will need a small rehearsal before you 
take your Leo out to supper. Here are some 
pointers. Don’t take her to anything that even 
faintly resembles a dating bar or mixed-doubles 
department. She requires the candlelight treat- 
ment in solitary confinement. (Her cage if you 
like.) Watch your words. Avoid: “| dig you, 
kid”, “You have got to be something else”, 
“Cool, honey, cool’, and other well known 
cliches from the broads’ handbook. Utter one of 


PENTHOUSE 


A guide to her signs 
for the male with designs. 


A monthly series 
of Penthouse primers 
by P. G. Pomeroy Jr. 


these and you will wind up in a bitter draft. 
If you decide an a show forget any broad hints 
like OA! Calcutta, A full-dress Hamlet will pay 
off tater. And don’t imagine because she loves 
you a quick nut-sundae and home to bed will 
do. It won't. Anyway, you go to her place. 


Above all remember your Leo likes her men 
to be clean, wholesome and subtle. Subtle 
enough to know when to make the first move 
in the love game. It's a game, and you play it 
according to her rules. Dress up—she will. 
Have fun—she wants to. Laugh a lot—she likes 
it. Be bright—she is. Don't go too far—she 
won't, Your Leo is proud, promising and playful. 
On her terms and with your credit card. 

Is it all worth it? You bet. If something is out 
of the top drawer you get good merchandise. 
Your Leo is the queen in a lions’ world. They 
make perfect wives. Great friends. Terrible 
enemies. 

Just remember the old joke containing the 
question, ‘Do the common people do this?” 
and the answer from the lioness : “It’s much too 
good for them !’’ There speaks a true Leo. Good 
hunting. 

Famous Leo personalities: Lucille Ball, Arlene 
Dahl, Jacqueline Kennedy Onassis, Princess 
Margaret, Mae West. . 

Best men: Gemini and Libra. Worst men: Cancer. 
Best feature: Animal. magnetism. Best gem: 
Topaz. 

Last word: A fierce friend and powerful enemy. 


Illustrated by Simon 
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woman can be a bank president, a 
welder or a race driver and elicit no 
more than a shrug of surprise from 
the most stalwart of male supremacists. 
But the idea of a lady pornographer is 
still a bit shocking. All our left-over 
Victorian prudery and double-standard 
prejudices are mobilized by the thought 
of some gal setting down all those dirty 
words and hairy happenings, exposing 
her private fantasies to the world. It’s all 
right to expose her private parts, it’s hip 
and free and all that, but to actually 
write the stuff... what sort of woman 
would do that, and why ? 

The answer to the last question is 
simple: money. The facts of publishing 
are that pornography sells, that it is 
comparatively easy to break into the 
field (for despite the recent deluge of 
erotic books there is still a crying need 
for fresh talent) and that the standards 
for pornography tend to be lower than 
for other books—meaning that if you 
can write sexy enough, such literary 
niceties as plot, characterization and 
good grammar are not too essential. 

Now while it is acceptable that a 
woman may sell her little body, or 
images of it, for instant cash, her little 
mind is something else again. The 
mythology is that she is not supposed 
to fantasize or have her own ideas about 
sex; she is supposed to be idling in 
neutral until some man comes along to 
push the right buttons and _ instantly 
turn her into a raging nympho. How- 
ever, women not only fantasize about 
sex, but their imaginings tend to be 
more elaborate and complex, more “‘far 
out” than those of men—at least 
judging by those committed to paper and 
public scrutiny. Which brings us back’to 
the earlier question as to what kinds of 
women write dirty books. 

All kinds, my dears. From eccentric 
elderly British ladies who insist that the 
titles of their books fit into certain 
numerological schemes, to dumpy lower 
East Side housewives who lug their 
children to publishers’ offices because 
they cannot afford babysitters, to stu- 
dents working their way through school, 
to former socialites and playgirls eager to 
tell all (pseudonymously) about their 
affairs with the great and near-great. 

It takes a certain knack to write 
pornography. Many very fine writers 
can’t do it at all, and many otherwise 
terrible writers are terrific at it. The 
knack involves a lack of verbal inhi- 
bition and a certain feeling for rhythm 
and timing—the classic sex scene 
builds, reaches a climax and tapers off in 
a way that is satisfying to the reader. 
Obviously, the ladies who write porno- 
graphy have the knack; it is not in the 
sex scenes themselves, but in what 
happens before, after and around, that 
you can detect the ““woman’s -touch.” 
For there js a difference, sometimes 
obvious, sometimes so subtle the reader 
may miss it altogether. 
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Here is an example. This is not a 
quote from any particular book, but a 
stereotyped scene and situation, vari- 
ations of which have appeared in 
countless books. 

“It looked like a boring party, just as 
he had expected, and he wondered 
why he had bothered to come. Then 
he saw her. She towered over the 
crowd, her blond mane tossing as she 
turned to face him, and he knew this 
was his lucky night. Her breasts, 
straining against the tight fabric of her 
red dress, were two ripe melons, her 
hips, beneath the tiny waist, were full 
and firmly-fleshed, tapering into the 
longest, sleekest legs he had ever 
seen...” 

Etcetera and so forth. The description 
will go on a bit longer. The author may 
describe the girl's face (“her full lips were 
moist and pouting”) or he may not, 
because the face is not important. He 
then appraaches her, and within a page 
or so, they are in bed. 

Now suppose a woman is writing the 
same scene. 

“It looked like a boring party .. . etc., 
etc. Then she saw him. He towered 
over the crowd... and she knew this 
was her lucky night. It was Marc, more 
fascinating than ever, with his dark, 
curling locks, the muscles rippling 
under his shirt...” 

And so forth. When they get into the 
sack, the scene will be about the same. 
But the crucial difference has been 
established. She is not describing a 
faceless, nameless hunk of male flesh 
but a real person — someone she has 
known before and presumably estab- 
lished rapport with, and that is why she 
knows it is her lucky night and the sex 
is going to be good. 

Women tend to get more into the 
emotional and psychological subtleties 
of sexual encounters. Whether they are 
aware of it or not, their approach is more 
personal, less mechanical. After all, 
there are just so many combinations of 
positions, physical parts and personnel, 
and books that concentrate too much on 
these wind up reading like exercise 
manuals. What makes sex endlessly 
fascinating is the human interchange 
involved, and women seem to know 
this instinctively. Many of the male 
purveyors of this ancient genre are still 
firmly entrenched in the quantitative 
approach—the “wham, bam, thank you, 
Mam’ style of writing, with frequent 
short sex scenes and a quantity of 
different partners, who might all be the 
same woman in different wigs and 
costumes. This type of book is still quite 
successful, catering as it does to the 
most primitive and unsophisticated of 
masculine fantasies. 

Most pornography remains rooted in 
the myths and moral morass of Victor- 
ianism, appealing to the man who still 
believes sex is dirty and that only bad 
girls do it and enjoy it. Rehashes of Frank 


Harris and Fanny Hill, secluded chateaus 
and decadent noblemen and Marcus 
Van Heller white slavers—the authors 
turning out this stuff seem never to have 
heard of the sexual revolution. But 
things are beginning to change. As 
restrictions are lifted and more and more 
of these books become available, readers 
are growing dissatisfied with thestandard 
fare and demanding some refinements— 
more interesting stories, more believable 
characters, maybe even a touch of 
humor. 

Women are in the forefront of this 
trend to upgrade erotic fiction. Although 
there are comparatively few lady porno- 
graphers their influence is being felt. 
The women profiled below seemed to 
me especially interesting, as person- 
alities and as writers. All the names used 
are aliases, with the exception of Diane 
Di Prima; starting out as a necessity, 
to protect the guilty so to speak, the 
nom de plume in pornography has 
since become something of a tradition. 

In the beginning, there was Harriet 
Daimler. She's referred to herself as the 
grandmama of female pornography, but 
that gives an erroneous impression. In 
any case, she has been immortalized; 
her first novel, The Pleasure Thieves 
(written in collaboration with another 
woman, who called herself Henry 
Cranach), is in the British Museum as 
the first book of pornography in modern 
times to be written by a woman. 

Harriet Daimler went on to write four 
more novels for the original Traveller's 
Companion series. All of them were 
published in Paris during the 1950s, 
around the same time that Nabokov’s 
Lolita, Donleavy’s The Ginger Man and 
The Story of O first saw the light of print 
between those same deceptive forest- 
green covers. Harriet Daimler was one 
of a select group of expatriates which 
included Alex Trocchi, Terry Southern 
and Mason Hoffenburg (of Candy 
fame), who eked out a_ precarious 
living writing pornography. 

One tends to be sentimental about the 
early Olympia Press, remembering Henry 
Miller, Genet and Burroughs and for- 
getting all the trash that was being 
printed simultaneously and has, by now, 
sunk into merciful oblivion. Not so Miss 
Daimler's works, which have been 
reprinted and continue to enjoy a 
well-earned popularity. 

A handsome, highly intelligent wom- 
an, Miss Daimler possesses the sharp 
tongue and mordant wit that were part 
of the hip scene of the 1950s. Twice 
married and divorced (once to a 
Persian prince, now pretty much Ameri- 
canized and heavily into radical politics), 
she is a formidable poker player as well 
as a brilliant conversationalist. As re- 
gards pornography and the sexual 
revolution, however, she has nothing to 
say. Like so many pioneers, she is bored 
by and not a little contemptuous of all 
the fuss and bother—the subject for her 


no longer holds any interest. She does 
not think of herself as a pornographer 
and continues to work on her own 
writings under her own name. Harriet 
Daimler is history. 

But the books live on. They are clever, 
witty, sophisticated, more concerned 
with the minds and feelings of the 
characters than with the gyrations of 
their bodies. The Woman Thing probes 
the twisted relationship of a young 
American woman and her cynical 
Scottish lover, and paints a sharp 
picture of existential Bohemia in Left- 
Bank Paris. 7he Organization is a 
brilliant take-off of De Sade’s Justine 
set in the future, and Darling describes a 
woman’s compulsive search for her 
rapist. All are done with great style and a 
minimum of crude vocabulary. 

Another grande dame is Diane Di 
Prima. Her status is such that she was 
allowed to miss her deadline by almost 
a year without losing her contract. But 
her Memoirs of a Beatnik is not your 
run-of-the-mill dirty book despite the 
abundance of sex scenes. It is a 
merging of literary reminiscence and 
pornography, with emphasis on the 
former. In her introduction, Miss Di 
Prima writes : 

“\Nhatdo you suppose happenedtoall 
those beatniks ?’ mused a blonde fresh- 
man as she drove me back to San 
Francisco after my reading at Berkeley 
last year. ‘Well, sweetie, some of us 
sold out and became hippies. And 
some of us managed to preserve our 
integrity by accepting government 
grants and writing pornographic 
novels.’” 

Hers is a nonsentimental but never- 
theless nostalgic look at the Village 
scene of the 1950s. “I really miss the 
old days,”’ she writes. ‘“They were hard 
but they were beautiful. Things now 
are more like pretty. A new Age with a 
bit of the baby fat still showing.” 

Diane Di Prima has published six 
books of poetry, stories and essays. 
She’s been anthologized in numerous 
books and magazines and has received 
awards from the National Institute of 
Arts and Letters. She is editor of Poet 
Press Books and the Floating Bear, a 
literary newsletter, and she gives poetry 
readings at universities throughout the 
country. As she is not afraid to use her 
own name, hers is the only book of 
pornography to be prominently dis- 
played in respectable bookstores. It is of 
historic interest, after all, describing as 
it does a rather tame (and very realistic) 
orgy involving the author, poet Allen 
Ginzberg and the late Jack Kerouac, 
among others. Miss Di Prima’s approach 
to sex is so straightforward, however, 
and so natural, the erotic scenes seem 
less revealing than the descriptions of 
her intimate thoughts. The honesty, the 
vividness of the imagery make you 
aware at all times that you are dealing 
with a superior talent. Slight, intense, 


with an abundance of flaming red hair, 
she is interesting rather than beautiful, 
lives with her husband and four children 
in Berkeley and is active on the literary- 
revolutionary scene—still very much 
with-it, despite her avowed loyalty to 
the Beat era. 

Salaambo Forest is also a_ poet. 
Twenty-six years old, black-haired, 
brown-eyed and gorgeous, she likes to 
clothe her sexy body in old velvets and 
satins and in flowery gypsy garments. 
She believes she may have been a 
gypsy in a previous incarnation (her 
lrish-Italian background not allowing 
for any possibility of inheritance), 
which may or may not account for her 
interest in magic and the occult. Her 
forte is fantasy, the magic-mystery land 
so popular with the young people. Her 
prolific output (eight novels in less than 
two years) is due to the fact that she 
enjoys the stories she concocts, and she 
is usually one or two plot ideas ahead of 
herself. While she does have “the 
knack” and her sex scenes are more 
explicit and functional than those of the 
other ladies here mentioned, she thinks 
having to put in the obligatory sex every 
fifteen pages or so gets to be a bit of a 
drag. But as long as she is permitted to 
write about gypsies (Fire Child) and 
werewolves (7he Night Of The Wolf) 
and witches (7he Year Of The Cock) 
and visitors from the underwater world 
of Atlantis (The Enormous Experience), 
she doesn’t mind too much. Eventually, 
she hopes to graduate to the field of 
straight fantasy fiction. 

She feels there is a strong natural 
tie-in between sex and the occult. “The 
idea of vampires and werewolves is 
very sexual,” she explains. “There is 
something very erotic about a vampire 
sinking his pointed teeth (phallic sym- 
bols?) into a woman’s neck, or a 
werewolf (the wolf as male sex 
symbol goes back to antiquity) tearing a 
woman apart. In fantasy only, of course,” 
she hastens to add, being hip to the 
fact that there is a vast difference 
between imaginary rape and the real 
thing. (She was raped at the age of 16 
and it was sheer, unmitigated horror). 
The common denominator between the 
sexual and the horror elements is the 
primitive fear-excitement generated. 

Salaambo (the name comes from a 
book by Flaubert) got into the sex book 
field by accident. As assistant to the 
editor of one of the smaller porno- 
graphy houses, she bought magic 
markers and drew dragons all day long 
—once in a while the editor would give 
her a book to read for her opinion. She 
decided most of them were “yechh”. 
Eventually she was fired and, being 
broke, followed the editor's suggestion 
that she write a book herself. She 
wound up writing nine books before 
going on to bigger and better things. 

Miss Forest lives in Woodstock, New 
York, with her young husband and is 


part of the year-round artist's colony 
there. She gives poetry readings and 
does the tarot for her friends. She also 
makes wooden puppets and writes an 
erotically slanted astrology column for 
one of the sex tabloids. She admits that 
writing sex scenes sometimes turns her 
on. “When | first started out | used to 
get very horny, especially if | was in 
love with one of my male heroes and 
could relate the character directly to my 
life. My old man used to walk in, take 
one look at me and say: ‘Oh, you've 
been writing a sex scene.’ But after a 
while, it doesn’t work any more. You 
get to know the character too well or 
you become jaded. Now when | do a 
sex scene it’s kind of a bring-down 
because | have to stop the story, which 
is what really interests me.” 

As regards the sexual revolution and 
her role in it, Salaambo shrugs. ‘For 
some reason, sexual inhibitions never 
took with me,’ she explains. ‘| balled 
for the first time strictly for the experi- 
ence—didn't even dig the person.’’ In 
one way, the profusion of sexual 
stimuli may help to make the matter less 
secretive and forbidden, she believes. 
On the other hand, it is causing people 
to have sex without relating to each 
other and this, in her opinion, is 
definitely not where it’s at. She is 
hopelessly romantic, loves the drama 
and melodrama of the man-woman 
thing, and finds sex without love, 
without passion, sad and insipid. Her 
“shtick,” as she puts it, is to sing the 
beauty and grandeur of physical love. 

More clinical than romantic, Lela 
Seftali (the last name is the Turkish 
equivalent of the English four-letter 
word beginning with ‘‘f’’) doesn’t 
believe that pornography frees anyone. 
She is not out to prove anything or 
reform anyone and writes erotic books 
for pleasure (other people’s) and money 
(hers). “Basically, pornography is a 
rather low-class form of entertainment,’ 
declares Miss Seftali, who used to be a 
schoolteacher. “All those sex papers 
and all those beaver pictures might be 
liberating if they were real—if what they 
were up to were genuine instead of 
game-playing.” She believes that to the 
sophisticated, sensually curious mind, 
the crudities of Screw are a turn-off, 
along with the majority of sex books. 

“Pornography is calipered sex, she 
goes on to explain. “It involves needle- 
fine definitions, a kind of dissecting and 
putting under the microscope.” It is 
based on the assumption of “instant 
sex,’ the belief that people can com- 
municate sexually without involving 
themselves in any other way. This 
seldom, if ever, occurs in real life, Miss 
Seftali admits. But then pornography is 
essentially wish-fulfillment—‘‘It’s about 
what people think sex should be 
rather than what it is. Pornography 
appeals mostly to people who are 
frustrated.” CONTINUED 
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The articulate Lela Seftali lives in 
New York's fashionable West Village 
with her 11-year-old son, her 3-year-old 
daughter and her stockbroker husband. 
Her husband is something of a con- 
noisseur and aficionado of porno- 
graphy and he used to bring the books 
home, much to his wife's disgust. After 
repeatedly expressing the belief that 
she could do as well, if not better, she 
at last responded to the challenge “‘why 
don’t you?” proceeding to hunt-and- 
peck, on her ancient typewriter, the 
novel Ride A Cock Horse. A very 
off-beat, very erotic book, it has been 
described by the enthusiastic pub- 
lishers as “bizarre, surrealistic, with a 
flavor of The Story of O...a female 
Marquis de Sade ." The story 
involves a woman in New York sexually 
spying on her neighbors in the 
tenement building across the street, 
finding out what makes them hot, then 
offering it to them. “I have always been 
sensually curious,”” muses Miss Seftali. 

She confesses that writing certain 
scenes at certain times would get her 
excited. But it would be more likely a 
physical action than a person that got 
her turned on. However, the excitement 
was all in the head and would translate 
itself into more writing. “The mind 
becomes a cunt,’ is how she puts it. 

Another who does not think of 
herself as a writer is Mary Sativa (from 
cannabis sativa, the botanical name for 
marijuana). Yet she is something of a 
prodigy. Only 22 years old, she is one of 
the youngest (if not the youngest) 
writers in the field, as well as one of the 
best. Her first novel, Acid Temple Ball, is 
a kind of contemporary, sexy On The 
Road . the most authentic and 
well-written account of the new gen- 
eration | have read. Her book, which 
begins on New York's lower East Side 
and ends, a year of very intense living 
later, in Berkeley, California, tells more 
about pot and speed and acid and junk 
than about sex (though they're all 
connected, of course), and of what it’s 
like to be young and poor and full of 
that restless-craving excitement that 
can find release in drugs and sex and 
travel. The novel has caused ripples way 
beyond the porn market, and she 
recently received a fan letter from 
McCall Publications, of all people. They 
want her to do a “‘straight”’ book. 

Nevertheless, Miss Sativa’s first love 
is painting, which she finds much more 
satisfying than writing. “Can’t make any 
money at painting,’’ she says ruefully. 
She was going to Cooper Union art 
school, tried modelling nude and selling 
a little dope. neither of which proved 
very lucrative. 

How does she get her inspiration for 
the sex scenes? Mary grins. “l get 
stoned,” she says. “Then | fantasize 
about some of the cats I’ve known. That 
{ may have had eyes for but never did 
anything about, since in reality it would 
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have been too complicated.” Recently, 
however, she finds it increasingly diffi- 
cult to write under the influence of pot. 
It's great for ideas, but not so hot for 
performance. Her husband used to, edit 
her writing, correct her grammar and 
such, but it caused so much conflict 
they gave up the practice. 

Miss Sativa feels pornographic writing 
does have a future—provided it keeps 
introducing new ideas and possibilities. 
“Fiction is dead,” she says. “Only 
pornography. and science fiction sell 
today because they are the last refuge 
of optimism—the last real utopias, 
where our secret dréams of perfection 
can be realized.” She enjoys writing 
pornography and has no ambition to 
do other kinds of books. “Pornography 
gives you an excellent opportunity to be 
subversive,’ she explains. “You can 
sneak in all kinds of far-out ideas.” 
Mary and her husband are currently 
living in a commune in Massachusetts, 
“more for economic than ideological 
reasons.” 

Odette Newman is another lady with 
definite didactic tendencies. Her novels 
The Erotic Faculty and So You Think 
Sex is Dirty take place in small college 
towns and the East Side of struggling 
artists and intellectuals. The style is 
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breezy, a little pretentious and full ot 
lengthy tirades against the college 
establishment, the dullness of small 
towns, the deadliness of Jewish 
mothers (though she is one herself), 
and other topics dear to the under- 
graduate’s heart. The sex scenes are 
plentiful, strong and vivid (almost as 
good as her descriptions of cooking and 
eating delicious foods). 

Odette is the pseudonymous wife of 
pseudonymous Frank Newman, poet, 
professor and author of Barbara, one of 
the first of the new “hip” sex books and 
something of an underground cause 
cé/ebre. Doubtless there was some 
marital rivalry involved, for Frank, more 
interested in other things, never pro- 
duced another dirty book, whereas 
Odette went on to turn out several 
between household chores and coop 
nurseries and involvement in radical 
politics, shedding at least 15 unflattering 
pounds in the process. 

A little over a year ago, on a program 
over radio station WBA1 (which was 
never aired because it was deemed 
obscene), Maurice Girodias (who was 
then my boss) and | confronted 
Women's Liberation leader Ti Grace 
Atkinson. She felt that pornography 
was a political conspiracy on the part of 
men to keep women degraded, and that 
it should be outlawed. 

Since then a woman who calls herself 
Madeleine Le Grange has come out 
with a book, unhappily titled Ways Of A 
Wanton Wench (pornography authors, 
incidentally, have little say about picking 
titles), which is the nearest thing to a 
Women’s Liberation pornography book. 
The heroine is a medieval warrior maid, 
a kind of horny Joan of Arc—an Amazon 
who can hold her own with any man, in 
fighting and in sex, but is not into 
dominating men (the Whip Mistress is 
an acceptable pornographic fantasy) 
and seeks to satisfy her lusty appetites 
in a spirit of comradeship and equality. 

What may come as even more of a 
surprise than the number of female 
pornographic writers is the large number 
of women editors in this field. (I'd say 
upward of 50 per cent). There are a 
number of reasons for this phenomenon. 
First of all, women: work for less pay 
(yes, Miss Atkinson, we do sell out, but 
so do many men). Also, they tend to be 
less affected by the stuff they read. 

Whatever the reasons, the prevalence 
of females in pornography is rapidly 
changing the picture. And the books are 
selling, which is a factor no publisher 
can ignore, no matter what his personal 
opinion of the softer touch in erotic 
books. The hard-core facts of dollars 
and cents cannot be denied, and it is 
just possible that men are not as com- 
mitted to the four-letter, female- 
despising line in sexual writing as the 
publishers, and the majority of male 
readers themselves, are inclined to 
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With horns sounding, hooves thundering and 
hounds baying, the hunt had careered into the 
Piney Woods at midday, spreading confusion 
and panic among the animals. The fox had been 
winded immediately as he fled for his life with 
the hounds in hot pursuit. Now it was four in the 
afternoon. The fox’s breath came in short, 
shuddering gasps, his legs were buckling 
beneath him, and he could go no further. The 
hounds were a mere 50 yards behind. He 
slumped down on a tree stump, utterly spent, 
and thought to himself: ‘Nothing can save me 
now—nothing, that is, except guile. | pray that 
these hounds are as stupid and gullible as dogs 
are generally held to be, and | pray, too, that | 
am as clever and persuasive a fellow as | know 
foxes are.” The fox had no sooner completed 
these orisons than the hounds, snapping and 
snarling and salivating, were on him. 

“Wait, brothers! Wait! yelled the fox, 
throwing up his arms in a gesture of fearless 
command. 

The dogs, having confidently expected the 
fox to moan and whine pitifully for his life, were 
taken aback. The fox took the opportunity to 
mount the stump he had been sitting on. He 
cleared his throat and spoke in resonant and 
compelling tones, all the while moving his paws 
about in forceful gesticulation. 

“| have called you brothers,” said the fox, 
“and brothers you are. Observe the way in 
which the Almighty has fashioned me—four 
legs, four paws, a pointy nose and a long tail. 
Brothers, look at your own good selves—you 
will see that you have been fashioned in the 
same way.” 

“Our tails aren't bushy,” said one dog. 

“‘No, and our noses aren't nearly so pointy as 
yours,” said another. 

“And we're bigger,” said another. 

“Have you not seen two brothers,” said the 
fox, undeterred, ‘‘one possessed of Nature's 
finest blessings, and the other cheated? | do 
not claim to be so handsomely endowed as 
your good selves—my profile is pinched where 
yours is noble, my tail is a dishevelment where 
yours is a distinction and my size is puny where 
yours is impressive.” 

The dogs were in fact not very bright, and 
therefore easily flattered. They wagged their 
tails, and remarked among themselves that this 
fellow, whoever he was, certainly had his head 
screwed on right. 

“If, then, we are blood brothers,” continued 
the fox, “and | think there can be little doubt of 
that, why are you called ‘dog’, and | called 
‘fox’? | will tell you why, brothers!”” Now his 
voice rose to an impassioned pitch: “Because it 
suits our common enemy to divide us by the use 
of different names so we may be set against 
each other for the purpose of their degenerate 
pleasures!" 

“Yeah!” said one of the dogs, who didn’t 
have the faintest idea what the fox was talking 
about, but was much impressed with his tone 
of voice. 

“And who,” said the fox ominously, “who is 
_this common enemy ? Who is this vile monster 
that sets kith against kin, and, for that matter 
kin against kith? It is your master, the two- 
legged devil himself—MAN !”" 

“But—we're supposed to be man’s best 


friend,” said one of the dogs confusedly. 

“Who says so?” thundered the fox. “Man 
says so, that’s who, and because, dear friends, 
of your sweet and trusting natures, you have 
believed him. But you are not his friend, 
brethren—you are his slave, his dupe, his 
pawn, his lackey. He pats you on the head and 
you are pleased. He gives you some miserable 
bit of food and you are thankful. If he refrains 
from kicking you, you are positively delighted.” 

“Crumbs, | never thought of it like that,” 
said a dog. 

“| never thought of it at all,’’ said another. 

“You know what we are,” said another, 
“we're suckers !”” 
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“Yeah!” chorused the rest. 

“Suckers, I'm afraid, is the word,” said the 
fox. ‘But you need be so no longer. | say to you,” 
he continued, his voice rolling out in great organ 
tones of oratory. “Foxhounds of the world, 
unite! You have nothing to lose but your 
collars!" 

And so, while the huntsmen and the master 
and the whippers-in all wondered where on 
earth their pack had got to, the fox held his 
canine audience spellbound. In lurid detail, he 
cited countless instances of Man’‘s inhumanity 
to dogs in general and foxhounds in particular. 
Then he described with burning zeal the ways 
in which dogs requited the injustices they 
suffered with honour, nobility and love. 

“Yet | can tell by your faces,” said the fox in 


conclusion, “that a grreeaat and terrible 
reckoning is at hand—no more shall ye bend the 
knee! So go now, once more into the breach, 
dear friends, and turn on your oppressors. Nip 
human ankles, bite seats of pants, moult 
freely, be intractible, intransigent, infuriating, 
uncooperative, uncharming, unwilling and 
generally unpleasant, bark loudly all night, 
make messes in human houses, but—most 
important—flatly refuse, brothers, to catch 
another fox as long as you live!” 

“Amen, brother!’ chorused the dogs. And 
they loped off to do their very worst. 

Now even before this encounter the fox was 
the vainest, most swollen-headed animal in the 
Piney Woods. But afterwards, his opinion of 
himself escalated. As he walked slowly back 
into the forest, he was stunned by his own 
prowess. He said to himself: ‘God's truth! What 
I've just done transcends the rules of the natural 
world. With only my wits for weapons I, a fox, 
quelled a pack of ravening hounds. More than 
that—I've set them against their own masters! | 
am very probably the greatest fox that ever 
lived.” 

It goes without saying that the fox did not 
keep such a triumph to himself. He told and 
retold it, in never-flagging detail, to every 
animal in the Piney Woods. Unfortunately, 
nobody believed him. He screamed with 
frustration and swore on stacks of bibles, his 
mother’s grave and his father’s grave—all to no 
avail. The other animals, egged on by the toad 
and the rat, just laughed and laughed. 

So, with his honour at stake, the fox 
resolved on a desperate course. He told the 
scoffers that, in all probability, the hunt would 
come through again on Saturday, and he 
would deliberately expose himself to the 
hounds to demonstrate his mastery over them. 

Meanwhile, the hounds had been having less 
than a dog's life. On their return home they had 
proceeded to practise the fox’s preachings with 
enthusiasm—biting people, barking all night, 
making messes and generally being perfect 
nuisances. Retribution was swift and draconian: 
they were each beaten soundly and sent to bed 
without their suppers—for three days running. 
Feeling, therefore, was running high in the 
pack, and it was not directed against human 
beings so much as the fox. 

So when the fateful Saturday arrived, the 
meanest, bloodthirstiest and most hell-bent 
pack of hounds that ever there was charged into 
the Piney Woods. 

The fox waited, perched on the tree-stump 
that was the scene of his earlier feat. The toad 
and the rat, with many other animals, were 
hidden in a nearby thicket, to observe the 
goings-on. 

“Brothers!” called the fox as the hounds 
thundered towards him, ‘‘dear, dear brothers, 
this is an unexpected pleasure! May | express 
my profoundest, most heartfelt—" 

He got no further. The first hound bowled 
him over like a ninepin, and the second tried to 
bite his head off. It was only by way of a master- 
ful display of broken field running and a nearby 
hole that the tattered fox managed to escape 
with his life. 


MORAL: Old triumphs, like old jokes, are best 


left unrepeated. O—— 
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GROOM AT THE TOP ........ 


Physical fitness studios and _ fancy 
health spas are now sweeping the 
country. Most impressive is a luxury 
health club chain called Presidents- 
First Lady Spas, Inc., headed by a 40- 
year-old, clear-eyed, tousled-hair Texan 
called Richard L. Minns. Slim, trim, 
father of four, art aficionado and a 
direct descendant of author Charles 
Dickens, soft-spoken Minns is an 
abrupt change from the muscle-headed, 
muscle-bound goons one usually en- 
counters in the muscle-building busi- 
ness. 

His entry into the field was unique. 
Minns, who had his own ad agency, 
inherited a health club in Houston five 
years ago when its owner, owing him a 
$150,000 advertising tab, turned in his 
jock strap. The rest, as it’s said, is 
history. 

Since then Minns has proved that the 
road to health is paved with wealth. 
His single Houston unit is now a solid 
complex of.health and beauty spas 
sprawled all over Texas, Oklahoma, 
Arizona and Missouri and growing. 
Planned for the future is a spa for every 
city in the U.S. with a population of 
over 650,000 or more, with at least ten 
new ones opening this year. 

“Minns is a healthy millionaire. His 
home has 28 telephones. (With four 
youngsters, small wonder). His com- 
pany, which grossed more than $6 
million last year, went .public 14 
months ago. His clubs now number 30. 

The Presidents Spas cater to men of 
affluence. Modeled loosely after early 
Roman baths (members even wear 
togas), tired tycoons can recharge their 
batteries in red-carpeted exerciserooms ; 
work out with the latest electric and 
mechanical muscle-building equipment; 
sweat out aches and pains in humidity- 
. free dry heat rooms and saunas; attend 
physical therapy classes; cure them- 
selves of bourbon hangovers with 
blasts of infra-red rays and oxygen, or 
visit the inhalation room to inhale 
eucalyptus vapors just as Caesar and 
Brutus did. 

First Lady Spas, the women’s division, 
are even more hedonistic, with lavender- 
: scented steam baths and saunas, per- 
Bacchus forthe conquering: mats. fumed whirlpools and warm goat milk 
Left : Macramé, knotwork for wasp-waisted dips. Not since Cleopatra wafted down 
chicks the Nile, fanned by Nubian slaves, say 
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the brochures, has there been such 
lavish devotion to whim-catering and 
expert service. 

Trademark of the First Lady Spas Is 
Venus de Milo, that ancient and mag- 
nificent tribute to women, subtly slim- 
med down some thirty pounds to give 
her a chic look so much in demand by 
today’s figure-conscious women. Sim- 
ilarly, symbol of the Presidents Spas is 
The Discus Thrower, with a broader 
chest, wider shoulders and a thinner and 
flatter waistline. Thus, Richard Minns, 
who keeps two packed suitcases beside 
his circular desk at all times should: his 
immediate attention be needed at any 
one club, has improved on the health 
structure of even the ancient Greeks. 


TROJAN BOTTLE 


What the Trojan horse did for the Greeks, 
Bacchus, new from Coty for summer 
sniffing, a brisk, woodsy masculine 
fragrance (aren't they all ?), is doing for 
the American male. That is, if you 
believe your T.V. screens and the 
current Bacchus commercial filmed in 
Israel with a cast of thousands of would- 
be Romans scaling the walls of Troy. 
The stuff that bacchanals are made of, 
Bacchus is frankly toted as a product 
for the conquering male, the man who 
would rather wrestle than battle, the 


one who has better things to do with 
his time than fight or switch. Packaged 
in black, gold and green tuffa-textured 
boxes, Bacchus is bottled in virgin forest 
green adorned with gilt emblems of the 
god of wine, laughter and tomfoolery. 


KNOTS TO YOU 


As a boy in Chicago, Stanley Postek ran 
away from home more times than he can 
remember, and at 17 found himself in 
New Orleans where he signed up for 
a life in the merchant marine. He has 
been bobbing up in strange ports ever 
since. On the west coast in the 30’s he 
worked with Harry Bridges in organizing 
the longshoreman’s union. In 1936 he 
became a Golden Gloves champion. In 
Spain in 1938, as a member of the 
Abraham Lincoln Brigade, he pulled a 
bedraggled war correspondent named 
Ernest Hemingway out of a fire and 
shortly thereafter picked up Nazi bomb 
fragments in his left arm. During World 
War Il he ducked torpedoes throughout 
the Atlantic and Pacific. While ‘on the 
beach’ in 1953, he played the role of a 
waterfront tough in the film On the 
Waterfront. Late Show addicts will 
recognize him roughing up Marlon 
Brando in the film’s final scenes. 

Last summer, Postek leased a shop in 
New York’s Greenwich Village where 
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Chosen exclusively by the 
Conrad Hilton Hotel for their 
Imperial and Bridal Suites! 
Washable acetate satin in 
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Chicago, Ill. 60640 


“Satin Originals for 20 Years.” 


he began designing colorful macramé 
belts. Macramé is the art of decorative 
knotwork which he learned during his 
days at sea. Since he opened his shop 
for business six months ago, six basic 
styles have been standardized from the 
hundreds produced. Stanley's shop, 
called ‘’S.S. Nautique Arts,” is festooned 
with one-of-a kind originals and any 
wasp-waisted young chick can have 
one for a song, providing she puts up 
with his always salty and frequently 
impertinent palaver. 


HAIR OF THE DOG 
Item from an 1887 issue of The /ndian 
Journal, oldest newspaper in Oklahoma: 
A rich New York dry-goods merchant's 
son, who was entirely bald, has had the 
hair from a Newfoundland dog's leg 
transplanted to his own head and it is 
growing nicely. 


BEAUTY PATCHES 
From an Aramis press release: Among 
‘civilized’ men, a little-known custom 
was the use of beauty patches on the 
face in order to appear more gracious in 


their mistress’ eyes. This was common 
not only in England but throughout 


Europe. Og 


EUROPE’S BEST 


A magnificent collection of photographs from 
Europe’s largest Amateur Photo Contest with 
contributors from 29 countries including 
Austria, Czechoslovakia, Denmark, France, 
Germany, Hungary, Poland, Sweden and Rus- 
sia. Superbly printed in West Germany. 


4 VOLUMES ONLY $9.95 
iNERTZ ices 
GRAPHIS PRESS | Wis. 53202 


Gentlemen: Please send me the 4 volumes 
MASTERPIECES OF PHOTOGRAPHY for only 
$9.95. Payment enclosed. 
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PEOPLE WHO LIVE IN 
GLASS HOUSES 
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going on inside. | had an illumination. 

The less-wealthy buy compulsively, nervously, defensively. 
Peaple like myself buy to own in a much larger way. In the way 
a wolf in the sub-arctic forests will piddle on trees in a vast 
circle to tell other wolves that everything inside that circle is 
his to use as he sees fit. Spending, at my level of wealth, is 
piddling on things. | looked at Sylvia with new eyes. 
Wolflike eyes. My illumination had grown larger, brighter. 

“| don’tlike that look,” she said. “What's itmean ?” 

“| was wrong. Perhaps | did buy you to lie around looking 
nine feet worth of beautiful.” 

“It's my nine feet!” she said. 

“It is,” | said. “And your maidenhead too.” And | think for 
the first time she was slightly afraid of me. 

“You may keep them,” | said. ‘| don’t really want them.” 

She gasped and my heart gave a bound. I'd been right. My 
needing them, my wanting them had been essential to her. 
And what | had been fool enough to do was let her convince 
me that | didn’t have them when | did! | did! | did ! They were 
inside that circle of trees I'd piddled on. They were mine 
whether | used them or not. 

Now | knew. And she knew | knew and was afraid. Permit 
me my generalization about men and women. Women try to 
persuade men that men: don’t have, own, what in fact they 
do have and own. And men, when they believe it, end up as 
miserable as | had been for the past year. But now that | no 
longer needed what! had, | was free ! 

“You bastard!" she said. 

But she couldn't touch me now. No more than | wanted to 
touch her. | smiled at her and | think it was the first genuine 
smile | had given her. “Sylvia,” | said. “We are going to live 
happily ever after. Marriages are not made in heaven. They 
are made right here on earth under the same rules that govern 
any other transaction.” 

Sylvia threw back the covers of the bed to expose the last 
of the nine feet. ‘Come to me,” she said. 

But of course | was prepared for that. ‘You look lovely,” | 
said. 

“I'm yours,’’ she said. 

“| know,” | said. 

“All. And any way you want.” 

“May | hold you to that ?”’ | asked. 

“Yes. Yes. Yes. Yes,’ she said. 

| left the room then and went to my office and telephoned 
workmen and gave instructions. They came and totally altered 
Sylvia’s room. Where there had been a huge window looking 
on the garden had constructed a blank wall. Where there had 
been interior walls | had constructed three floor-to-ceiling 
walls of glass. | paid the workmen and they left. Then | 
looked at what! had done. 

Sylvia was inside still, on her bed, wrapped in a robe as 
she had been while the workmen had fashioned the glass 
room. She appeared shocked. 

“Take off the robe, Sylvia,”’ | said. There were openings in 
the glass to speak through. 

She nodded and did what | said. 

“Make yourself comfortable,” | said. “You live there now.” 

She arranged herself gracefully on the bed and | thought 
she had never looked so beautiful, all my nine feet of blue- 
eyed virginal blonde. 

“Sylvia,” | said softly and with genuine affection. She 
looked up at me. ‘It's what we both want. Think about it. It’s 
what we both want.” 

It was the first time she gave deep and close attention to 
what | said. She didn’t move, nor did her expression change, 
so | knew she was thinking it over. And then when her eyes 
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lost that far-away look and focussed on me | saw real softness. 
| believe | saw love. “We won't speak of forgiveness,’’ she 
said. Startlingly profound, coming from Sylvia. 

“No, there’s no need now,’ | said. We smiled at one another, 


hat really is the end of the story except for one thing. 
Ag In the years that followed Sylvia only left the room once. 
Of course her maids, her manicurist, her beautician, her 
masseuse went in. There was no need for the physician any 
longer. People in glass houses don’t throw stones. | enter- 
tained often and of course brought my male friends in to view 
Sylvia and they oh’d and ah‘d and told me | was the luckiest 
man in the world. Sylvia would smile and pose for them and 
we would smile together as | told them it was not a matter of 
luck. It was a very happy relationship. | say that even now. 
It was only in doubt once. The time Sylvia left the room. 
Two years ago today it was. 

Usually | never went in the room except on Sundays when 
we had coffee and read the papers together. Of course | 
never touched her nor did she seem to crave any longer that 
| do so. This Sunday | went into the glass room carrying the 
paper and the breakfast tray and she seemed to be asleep. | 
tiptoed to the far side of the bed to place the tray on the 
table and as | did so | heard a violent movement behind me. | 
whirled around in time to see my nine feet of blonde and 
naked Sylvia dashing for the door, slipping through it and 
slamming it shut and locking it. 

| put the tray down and straightened up. We stared at one- 
another without saying a word. She was frowning slightly 
and so was |. It was so strange. Her outside and me inside. 

Finally she said: ‘Take off your robe, Fairleigh.” 

| did so. 

“And make yourself comfortable. You live there now.” 

| thought it over. Then | put cream and sugar in the coffee, 
stirred, lay down on the bed and opened the Sunday paper. | 
was quite comfortable. | looked up at her and smiled. “You 
know,’ | said. “Itseems to make little difference.” 

She smiled back and said : “Perhaps it doesn’t after all.’ 

And I'm still here. Sylvia entertains quite a lot and she 
brings people to look at me and tell them how wealthy | am 
and, in front of the glass, shows the jewels and furs that she’s 
bought. | don’t mind that kind of extravagance. Sylvia turns 
out to be able to manage my money as well as |. At first | 
used to sign checks for her but she does everything now and 
very well. | wonder that | never perceived that quality in her 
before. And | don’t mind being displayed. It pleases Sylvia. 

Once she brought the Countess to see me and the 
Countess said just that : “You've pleased her.” 

“Then \'m satisfied, Countess,” | said. 

“Spoken like a Crevelling,’’ she replied. 

| bowed. 

“And you've given me an idea, you and Sylvia have,” 
she said. 

| knew what it was. “I'd volunteer myself,” | said. ‘But as 
you see... Our eyes locked in understanding. “| know it 
will be a great success,” | said, and the Countess said 
nothing but left at once. 

There is now, of course, the question of Sylvia's virginity. 
All | can tell you is that once a week the doctor comes and 
slides an affidavit into my room which affirms that my Sylvia 
is still intact. It is very thoughtful of Sylvia to do that. | know 
that cynical readers are probably sniggering. Let them. | 
don’t believe in Sylvia's virginity because of the affidavit. 
But she and | are both faithful to a principle. On that day she 
locked me in and | said it didn’t make any difference and she 
agreed that perhaps it didn’t—you must always allow a 
woman her little perhaps—l believe we finally saw eye to eye 
on everything. She can't really afford to relinquish her 
virginity. No more than! could afford to take it. 

Sylvia knows when she is well off and so do I. She is a true 
Crevelling now and Crevellings don’t throw stones, in or out 
of glass houses. It’s all the same. Oty 
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that desperate straits called for des- 
perate measures and that the risk should 
therefore be taken of flying the Chair- 
man to the Chinese Embassy in Albania, 
incognito, and thence by fast launch 
across the Strait of Otrano after dark. The 
party would consist only of Yu, Mee and 
the doctor. 

The plan was put to the Chairman, 
who agreed to go along with it. And 
so it came to pass that on a soft 
Adriatic night, a week later, the three 
Chinamen were the recipients of 
Wanda’s gracious hospitality in her 
villa a few kilometres from Otrano. 

The lovely hostess and her delectable 
little companion, Candyfloss, seemed to 
respond immediately to the aura of 
serenity surrounding the saintly “‘philo- 
sopher’ and, before retiring that night, 
Wanda von Kreesus took the doctor 
aside and pledged her co-operation 
from the next day in the matter of the 
Tokay Essenz. 

“| am quite enchanted by the old 

Master,’ she said. ‘And | shall withhold 
my Hungarian liquor from him no 
longer.” 
' No immediate reaction was sparked 
off by the first glassful of Tokay Essenz 
served to The Master next morning. 
But his spirits, at least, certainly seemed 
to rise after the evening dose and he 
became quite skittish with Candyfloss 
after dinner, asking her if it were true 
what they said about Western women 
and teasing her with more oblique 
cracks of that genre. The nymphet took 
it. all in good part but was later to 
report to her mistress an even more 
astonishing liberty the philosopher took 
with her before he turned in for the 
night. 

“Know what? The old Master slipped 
me this note.” 

Wanda glanced at the piece of rice 
paper. On it was inscribed, in delicate 
calligraphy : 

TOKAY 
OKAY 
YOU LAY 
| PAY 

“It's working a treat,” Wanda exulted. 
“Keep him randy but don’t give him so 
much as a handshake. In a couple of 
days, with the doctor's unwitting co- 
operation, we'll have Yu just where we 
want Yu.” 

After another day on the juice, the 
illustrious Chairman was in such fine 
fettle as to confide to Mee Pi-lo his 
intention of writing a sequel to his 
Little Pink Book, to be entitled, “How | 
raised the Scarlet Standard high, for the 
Greater Glory of Marxism-Leninism and 


the Confusion of our Revisionist and 
Neo-Colonialist Enemies.” And_ after 
dinner that evening, on the pretext of 
explaining to Candyfloss all about the 
heavenly bodies twinkling in the velvet 
Italian sky, he scared the wits out of the 
poor girl by pressing his telescope on 
her and commanding her to find Venus 
with it. 

The delighted doctor put on a show of 
distress when Wanda complained of the 
Chairman’s behaviour and immediately 
agreed with her that the time had come 
to find an outlet for Yu's newly 
discovered virility, thereby testing, in 
field conditions, the efficacy of the 
Tokay therapy. An exclusive block 
booking was made of the young girls 
indentured to the local village bordello, 
an institution administered by one 
Signora Bustanbotti, to which Yu, Mee 
and the doctor repaired next evening 
under cloak of darkness. 

It soon became evident that the 
Magyar wonder-tonic had marvellously 
reactivated Chairman Yu's failing appe- 
tites and, cheered on by his admiring 
colleagues, he was well into his third 
bird’s nest when the door crashed open 
and a sergeant of the Carabinieri, his 
pockets bulging with 10,000-lire notes 
from Wanda’s moneybox, summarily 
arrested all three Chinamen at gunpoint 
and marched them off to the village jail. 

It was another stroke of Wanda’s 
matchless diabolism that brought the 
Chinese Ambassador speeding from 
Rome to refute a ridiculous confidential 
phone call to the effect that the sex 
maniac arrested for the multiple rape 
of the inmates of a village hostel for 
orphaned young girls (for such was 
Signora Bustanbotti’s outraged claim) 
was none other than the Chairman of the 


Chinese Central Peoples’ Government. 

And it was the same Ambassador who, 
quaking in his shoes, brought to his 
Chairman's cell next morning the von 
Kreesus terms for having the grave 
charges against China’s Man of Destiny 
“put on ice” in return for her generous 
endowment of Signora Bustanbotti's 
mission of mercy. 

“She asks only that China should 
accept a new formula for world dis- 
armament to be put before the Geneva 
Conference next month.” 

“And if | refuse?” 
frowned. : 

“The world’s press will be summoned 
to Otrano to hear Signora Bustanbotti’s 
story, backed by a ten-minute infra-red 
movie of yourself, Comrade Chairman, 
instructing the girl Candyfloss in the 
use of your telescope—shot apparently 
in the gazebo behind the villa.” 

“Thus ensuring,” Yu muttered, ‘that 
China will be torn apart and the true 
communist cause shattered for 100 
years by one great cosmic horse-laugh. 
You can tell the she-devil that China’s 
representative at Geneva will vote with 
the other world powers next month.” 

““She—er—gave me one other mes- 
sage for you, Comrade Chairman.” 

“| don’t want to know.” 

“... about some Tokay.” 

“| do want to know.” 

“She says she'll make you a present 
of the rest of her stock as soon as the 
Geneva resolution is carried. She says 
she hopes you'll have hard feelings 
whenever you think of her.” 


Marshall Yu 


NEXT MONTH: A “new formula” for world disarma- 
ment? What diabolical stroke is the now all-powerfu 
Wanda about to pull on the unsuspecting delegates at 
Geneva? Above all—what is the awesome “Puss Force” 
now in training at the von Kreesus sch/oss ? 


“Sometimes | long for a simple straightforward, good old rape !" | 
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knee and spank me—which is what | would like. 
This spanking thing makes me feel very inferior 
to other men. Where can | get information to 
help me ?—P.T. (name and address withheld), 
Laguna Beach, Calif. 


Skin deep 

My letter is coming to you in the matter of 
nipple rings. Working as a well-known tattoo 
artist here in the heart of Frankfurt, many of my 
clients want to get piercings done to various 
parts of the body, and getting adorned with 
jewelry placed direct into the living flesh! For 
this purpose, | have developed a nearly fool- 
proof tool, which is as good as painless and 
most hygienical. In co-operative work with a 
real craftsman in jewelry we make everything 
wanted to be worn in the body! | am sure that 
you would be astonished to hear from me that 
not only nipples get pierced, but ears, nose, 
tongue, navel and genitals. 

All people who wear jewelry in the skin are 
of one mind that this kind of adornment is very 
stimulating in sex-activity. Rare things are 
always in great demand!—Horst Streckenbach, 
Frankfurt, W. Germany. 


Of human bondage 

| often see your publication and note with 
interest the frequent correspondence on the 
subject of bondage; but | never see any 


mention of ‘Equus eroticus”’. This form of love- 


play, where the partner is harnessed and used 
as a mount, is bondage at its most delicious. 

With my girl and me it is as follows: her 
harness consists normally of a leather collar, 
wrist-straps and wide leather belt. The collar 
and belt and wrist straps have silver rings 
attached, and those at the wrists have clips as 
on dogs’ leads. When fastened, she is quite 
helpless. 

From the back of the belt, in the center, a thin 
silver chain passes between the buttocks and 
legs and rises in the front to be fastened to the 
buckle of the belt on her waist. There is also a 
bit of steel rod covered in leather, which is 
strapped into her mouth. | also have a small 
saddle, a cushion of soft leather with straps to 
fix it to the waist belt. From the front of the 
saddle two straps hold a pair of stirrups. On her 
hands and knees, the girl is ready for mounting 
by her dominating rider. 

She can support me in the saddle for some 
time, during which her head is held high by my 
firm grip on the reins of the bit. From time to 
time | give her a cut of my light whip to remind 
her that she is my pony girl, a beast of burden 
completely at my service. Once | decide to dis- 
mount from my fair steed and remove the 
harness, her relief is amply demonstrated in the 
delicious ecstasy of love-making that follows.— 
Cor Campert (address supplied), Den Haag, 
Holland. 


Last word 

Judging from the correspondence in your 
magazine, some of your readers think sex is a 
fantasy. To me, sex is a pha//usy—thank 
goodness!—D. 7. Argent, Shelley Grove, 
Loughton, Essex, England. O+—g 
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seat. This book gives you a perfect front-row (in fact on-stage) seat. 
The 13 brilliant sketches by Beckett (just awarded the Nobel Prize 
for Literature), Feiffer, Tynan, Lennon and others deal with almost 
every conceivable erotic fantasy and sexual reality Western Man 
has dreamed up or experienced. Also included are 6 additional plays 
which are not in the final stage production, Over 60 photographs 
make this entertainment come alive for you. 
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aristocrats and a cast of characters which has no parallel in literature. 
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@ EASY RIDER: A Very American Thing—Behind-the-scenes conversation 
with co-author, director, co-star Dennis Hopper. 

@ MARIJUANA AND SEX—A University Professor reports on astonishing 
interviews with 200 users. 

@ ELDRIDGE CLEAVER RAPS-—A no-holds barred interview with the Black 
Panther Minister of Information. 

@ THE NEW EROTICISM-—A noted art critic surveys and illustrates the new 
sexuality in the world of painting, sculpture and dance. 

@ THE BEARD-the full text of the sensational ‘‘funny, fast and authenti- 
cally outrageous brilliant little monster of a play.’’ (Newsweek). 

@ WHITE WOMAN—BLACK MAN-—Julius Lester talks first with the wife, 
then with the husband, to provide a moving picture of a mixed 
marriage. 

@ A FRENCHMAN LOOKS AT EROTICA-—Alain Robbe-Gillet, one of 
France’s most distinguished novelists, expresses his intriguing views 
on everything sexual from Kinsey to Cardinale. 

@ EP (EPIDERMAL) ART-—Six glorious pages of eight fantastic females 
illustrating the newest, wildest art form ever. 

@ CONFESSIONS OF A HIPPIE—An exclusive interview telling it like it is— 
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@ THE MAGICAL MYSTERY TRIP—Timothy Leary takes you on a guided 
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Please, | know what I’m talking about. | go to 
colleges all over the country, and I’ve done 
700. Let me tell you what non-think goes on in 
these United States. It’s not malicious. It’s just 
people hoping that things will be let alone and 
that you Wisenheimers in the New York- 
Washington axis won't try to upset this wonder- 
ful life we have. They don't know that women 
are put upon. They don’t know anything and 
they don't want to hear about it. 

Question: Why don't you tell them ? 

Morgan: Because | want to eat a little, so | tell 
them part and | make jokes about it as best | can. 
But you know where your hope is if you're 
right. 

Voice: In-Miss Cziko. 

Morgan: Of course, it’s in her, not in me. That's 
where the energy is and where the future is. 
Voice: Because you've let us down. 

Morgan: Well, | did my part, | must say. | was 
amazed that | got paid for it at the same time. 
| want to wish you the same beneficence. 
Question: Would you comment on that point 
you made that your magazine does not set up 
an ideology. 

Morgan: Of course it doesn't. 

Question: But where do people get their ideas 
if not from media ? 

Morgan: Probably from their parents. 
Goodman: Gentlemen, gentlemen. [Which wil! 
give you some idea of the noise /evel.} 

Morgan: You usually get your original ideas at 
home. You know, your whole character is set by 
the time you're two, two and a half, three. 
Believe it or not, you're almost finished then. 
[From this point it gets even duller, the kids 
aren't pros, of course, but they don’t listen. ] 
Question: My name is Edith Gross. You 
said at some point that marriage is a fifty-fifty 
proposition or a fifty-fifty deal and that it’s a give 
and take, fifty-fifty. But you also mentioned 
earlier that your ex-wife, you know, is passing 
you at the moment, which doesn’t seem to me 
that’s kind of an equal— 

Morgan: \s your question whether | made a 
mistake in saying fifty-fifty and didn’t mean it 
about myself ? 

Question: No. What |'m trying to say is that | feel 
that the marriage system is completely distorted 
in that there is no such thing as a fifty-fifty 
marriage. It doesn’t exist that way. 

Morgan: |t doesn't exist that way. Then may | 
tell you wholeheartedly, don’t get married. If you 
can’t make that kind of arrangement just don’t 
get married. 

Question: \'m not saying | can't make that kind 
of arrangement—probably | can. 

Morgan: \'m not picking on you. I’m sure you 
can. | think looking at you, you could make it 
75-25. 80-20 ? What do you want ? 

Question: | feel that maybe there is no need for 
marriage to be a part of society. 

Morgan: Oh, marriage was only an invention to 
take care of children. 

Question: Right, okay, so then you can do away 
with the marriage. 

Morgan: Do away with children. Why don’t you 
go that far? 

Question: That's not the point I’m making. 
Morgan: | am. 

Question: There is no reason why when a 
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woman and a man get married that she should 
stay home with the kids and he go out and work. 
Why shouldn't she go out and work and he stay 
home with the kids ? 

Morgan: \f you can find a fellow that goes along 
with you, then find him. Isn‘t it up to you what 
you do ? Why do you have to change society ?If 
you think that a marriage would confine you to a 
home and your husband wouldn't be there and 
you don’t like that setup, why do it? 

Question: You may have to have marriage for 
the sake of children. 

Morgan: No, you don’t have to have marriage. 
Do you want children ? 

Question: Not in this society. 

Morgan: Then don’t have children, dear. It’s up 
to you, it’s up to you. We have a nice society 
going now where people are in charge of at 
least their own self, maybe not much else. 
Question: Mr. Morgan doesn’t believe women 
should be underpaid. Well, that’s real nice. But 
the point that’s being made is that it has an 
economic basis for a very definite reason. I‘d 
like to give two examples. GE, General Electric, 
was— 

Morgan: \t's not possible for you to because 
most of the money in our society is handled by 
women. I’m sure you know that. So, don’t start 
up with me with outrageous marginalia. 
Women have most of the money in the American 
society today. 

Question: The point is that General Electric paid 
women a lotless in one of their plants. This was 
in Lynn, Massachusetts and in Ashland, Massa- 
chusetts, and they were reaping something like 
$7 million a year in profits off that. Also in 
Taiwan, Taiwanese girls work for IBM for 
33 cents a day. 

Morgan: \'\l kill myself. You're kidding me now. 
Don't drag me into any nonsense about Taiwan. 
What the hell do | care about Taiwan? Stop 
that. 

Voice: Because money's there. 

Morgan: My money's in Taiwan? Now you're 
trying to talk like real revolutionaries. My 
money's in Taiwan, huh. [My publisher, who 
came with me, was astonished that | stayed 
during the following. /t was loud, it was vulgar, 
it was shocking. ] 

Goodman: All right, just hold it one second, 
hold it one second. 

Morgan: | find the point ridiculous. [Reaction 
from audience. | 

Goodman: Quiet, please. Just a minute now. 
Morgan: Oh, |'m a guest, too, you know. | don’t 
have to listen to nonsense. 

Cziko: Let the audience decide what's nonsense. 
Goodman: No, no. No, no. 

Morgan: On your time, dear, not on mine. 
Goodman: No. Let's have the points about the 
women’s exploitation. 

Morgan: | think your point is insane. 

Voice: Shut up and let him finish. 

Morgan: Don't you say shut up to me. 
Goodman: Gentlemen, please. If there isn’t any 
order here, there is no sense to continue. Let's 
hear the conversation. 

Question: You completely passed off what the 
Viatnemese women are doing. 

Morgan: Bet your ass | passed off what the 
Vietnamese women are doing. 

Question: In Laos, Cambodia, Thailand, Latin 


America— 

Morgan: And India. 

Question: How do you account— 

Morgan: And South America... 

Goodman: Just a minute now. You. be quiet 
now and let’s hear the points. 

Morgan: | will not take any more rudeness. 
[Reaction from audience. | 

Goodman: Quiet. 

Morgan: | think | will make one point by myself, 
forgive me. | am thoroughly at liberty, as | 
understand it, to leave ; correct ? 

Goodman: That's correct. 

Morgan: | do not think that you are speaking in 
a humanistic manner. | don’t have to listen to it. 
Voice: Why don't you call him a communist, 
come on? 

Goodman: Quiet. 

Morgan: Because | don't do your thinking, nor 
do you do mine for me. 

Question: The question is how do you account 
for the fact that most of the anti-aircraft 
battalions in Vietnam which have shot down 
thousands of planes are manned by women ? 
[Laughter] 

Morgan: Well, look, let's have complete 
equality and draft women. [Applause] Then we 
will have equality and all you girls Can go in 
the army and be the equivalent of Vietnamese 
women; is that what you want ? 

Goodman: | think I'd like to point out one thing 
before we leave. There has been some slight— 
not quite misconception but misconstruing of 
what is one of the basic issues here. And | don't. 
have an answer to it, but let me pose it more 
directly, because | believe in any discussion like 
this you ought to go away with more questions 
than you came with, and that is that the 
question of choice | think really still hasn‘t been 
hit head on. The question of choice is only 
possible when people know what all the alter- 
natives are and when the society is structured 
in such a way that those choices can actually be 
taken by the vast majority. : 

And the insidious nature of socialization 
process early in life in this society, and | would 
suggest in most, at least industrialized, socie- 
ties, militates against freedom of choice of the 
kind of roles people will play, not only for 
women, but for men as well but especially for 
women who are much more straitjacketed in 
the roles that they can play in most industrial 
societies than men are. 

| think it really has to be taken into account 
and really isn’t taken into account significantly 
in much of the discussion tonight. 


[This society, says the good doctor, militates 
against freedom of choice of the kind of roles 
people will play./n most industrialized societies, 
he says. He and the young lady seem to agree 
two hundred per cent. And he’s on my payroll 
too.] 


[The bright spot in the evening was getting 
caught in traffic on the way to the meeting and 
being delayed for an hour by a burning trailer- 
truck. No one was hurt and / didn’t get to see 
the fire, but through hindsight | sure enjoyed 
the delay. On the other hand it was interesting 
to seethe SDSand its teachers in action. | Ot — 
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Canyon Cinema Co-Operative of Cali- 
fornia. The gross income of one of these 
for the last 12 months has just been 
published, and it was $40,000. Of this, 
the film-makers got 75%. So you can see 
that whoever runs these co-operatives 
does it as a labor of love. Compare this 
gross income to the income of a 
projectionist for a single theater, which 
would be $20,000 or more. 

An art theater budget varies from 
$2,500 a week in the East or West 
Village to $8,000 uptown. This is just 
for the theater and doesn’t include 
advertising or other promotion. So 
either a theater owner has to think the 
attraction is good enough to cover 
$3,500 to $10,000 a week for a tryout, 
which should be at least two weeks, or 
the producer of the movie has to be 
able to guarantee part or all. These are 
minimum-type budgets for theaters in 
the locations mentioned. Full scale 
promotion—let’s say putting up 10,000 
posters, taking large-scale ads in the 
New York Times—could easily add 
$15,000 to $20,000 a week. In adver- 
tising Z, Rugoff spent $10,000 on just 
one two-page insert in the Sunday 
Times. For the theater owner to get even 
the minimum exhibition budget back on 
a normal contract arrangement, some- 
thing like 3,000 to 6,000 customers a 
week have to pay admission. Well, not 
many producers have that many devoted 
friends. To be a devoted friend these 
days costs at least $5 a couple and 
maybe $6 in Manhattan. Devotion to 
Woodstock costs $8 to $10. With living 
costs what they are, couples just don’t 
gamble $5 or more on an unknown 
director—not many of them. For in- 
stance, even though my Grape Dealer's 
Daughter got some great reviews in the 
New York Times, Variety and the Los 
Angeles Free Press, still no theater 
owner wanted to take the gamble of an 
open run until Cinematheque 16 in L.A. 
gave it a try. Even though Whitehall of 
the Free Press had written: 


. a lovely collage of Gutman’s thoughts, 
desires, fantasies, memories and sexual longings 
for nubile young girls all run together so that the 
only way | can convey something of the film’s 
quality is to say that it is a Finnegan's Wake of 
the movies. There is a Joycean rumbustiousness 
and joy and lustiness and lack of shame and 
inhibition to these naked dreams of an elderly 
satyr which makes it one of the finest and most 
honest essays into human desire I’ve seen. 


Despite this, the theater's maximum 
weekend gate was 17 people or $40 on 
a Friday. You can’t blame theater 
owners for being a little cautious when 
the total economics of the situation 
means the customers are going to be 
cautious. The same week the film was 
playing to an unpacked house | saw a 
1927 flick of Eric Von Stroheim at 
Lincoln Center. The huge theater was 
packed, the audience was wearing all 
sorts of hippie wigs and costumes, but 
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they were paying their money for a 
guaranteed thing. | really wouldn't 
expect too much of a hippie generation 
which thinks it’s a way-out experience 
to see a film made in 1927. | saw it in 
1927. We knew Von Stroheim was 
great then, but we didn’t drool over it 
It's the drooling that irritates me now. 

So what the underground producer 
has to face Is that, low as his cost of 
making a movie may be, the cost of 
both making and presenting it builds up 
to a big budget. This rules most under- 
ground makers out of the commercial 
market. What the underground producer 
needs is a showcase theater, where 
audience reactions can prove to a 
commercial distributor that the flick has 
popular appeal. Warhol might never 
have made it commercially had there 
not at the time been a showcase 
theater. Jonas Mekas sent me an 
historic note on this: 


Chelsea Girls opened at the Film-Makers’ 
Cinematheque. Film-Makers’ Distribution 
Center was just being created at that time and 
only half a year later got its own showcase. 
Film-Makers’ Cinematheque was at that time 
on 41st St., and that’s where it presented 
Chelsea Girls. First two weeks were total tlops. 
| closed it, then became angry about it, wrote 
an angry rave in Vo/ce, and opened it again for 
another week's run. This time it was a smash. 
We couldn't accommodate all the people at the 
200 seat Cinematheque theater, so we took the 
Cinema-Rendezvous for two weeks, and 
moved the film there. It was after the Cinema 
Rendezvous presentation that we decided to 
use Chelsea Girls as the spearhead of the 
Film-Makers’ Distribution Center. And that’s 
where practically Distribution Center started, 
at that moment. 


The pioneer of the Distribution Center 
was Louis Brigante. Louis has the 
unique quality of loving new things. 
Most of us are really conventional. | have 
found most of the avant garde to be 
basically more up-to-date members of 
the Establishment than the others, 
rather than truly free spirits. An avant 
garde is something that creates a new 
Establishment. Louis isn’t like that. It 
was Louis, loving someone or some- 
thing new, who forced me to become a 
full-fledged film maker. Amos Vogel ran 
the Lincoln Center film programs at 
first but was too fresh-minded for them, 
but his Cinema 16 is one of the real 
reasons why a cinematic underground 
grew up in America. Another reason is 
Jonas Mekas, whose column in 7he 
Village Voice has in a way been the 
voice of Moses for the underground. 
These three were the early sponsors of 
Warhol. 

It's aSomewhat rough scene right now 
for the underground in other ways, the 
most important being that the low-cost 
theaters are being bought up or other- 
wise lost to the movement. Tambellini’s 
Gate on Second Avenue, which for 
years regularly showed undergrounds, 
had its projection room closed by the 


Fire Department. Lionel Rogosin’s 
Bleecker Street Cinema, another long- 
standing oasis, has been rented to 
Evergreen. Lionel was one of the real 
pioneers of the underground—Come 
Back Africa dates from the same year 
as Pull My Daisy and is one of the really 
great films of the underground. The 
brightest gem of that moving film was 
Miriam Makeba, whom Lionel dis- 
covered in a Johannesburg slum cafe. 
Before Africa he had made On the 
Bowery. Lionel also was one of the 
discoverers of Bob Downey and bought 
the rights to Chafed Elbows, but his 
interest in being either a producer or 
distributor of films finally faded. 

Evergreen, riding the sex boom 
success of / Am Curious (Yellow), has 
started to own a chain of theaters and 
is said to have bought 22 films in 
Europe in 1969. Curious was an 
experimental film in Sweden a_ half 
dozen years ago, and the Swedes 
laugh at our American enthusiasm for 
the nuzzled penis. | was lucky seeing 
the last half of this film, and | thought it 
and the girl were terrific. But when a 
beautiful girl tenderly, tenderly touches 
a young man’s penis with her tongue 
and it doesn't twitch, | think that's 
putting him down. It's an advance in 
freedom to be able to film the penis, 
but unless It can be shown appropriately 
erect, the eunuch has turned out to be 
the legalized hero. In this respect the 
underground is still ahead of Hollywood 
and also European imports. Carolee 
Schneemann’'s Fuses, which | am 
proud to say my Foundation provided a 
few hundred dollars of initial financing 
for, shows intercourse by means of an 
enthusiastic penis. Of course you could 
have seen this for years in thousands of 
stag movies, and in a sense the stag 
movie should be included in the true 
underground. The search for truth 
doesn't have to be confined to’ the 
cultured, but of course the mechanics of 
intercourse are only a small part of the 
search. Carolee attempted to go farther. 
Warhol's B/ue Movie (currently banned) 
—well, | may have missed it, but it 
didn’t seem to me that the penis got 
passionate, but it tried. | don't know 
that the deepest feelings of eroticism 
can be expressed adequately with such 
precise visualization, but | believe that 
one should be able to try—and except for 
Schneemann and Warhol | don't know 
of any complete effort aside from the old 
stag underground. 

This big issue—popular success— 
obscures the raison d’étre of any 
avant garde movement. But there are 
also avant-gardists who never were 
conscious of being in the avant garde. 
When you see an old Mae West movie, 
you realize she was way ahead of her 
time. Her saturnine brutality—well, it’s 
taken 40 years for the rest of the world 


to get with it. Ot—g 


WHEELS BY BEN STANHOPE 


THE DUNE BUGGY CRAZE 


HEN, back in 1948, the little MG 

hit the U.S. the sports car was a 
new. concept to Americans. Today we 
not only have several hundred thousand 
on the roads, we even have our own 
Chevrolet Corvette. A parallel pheno- 
menon is the current dune buggy craze. 
There are nearly 100 dune buggy kit 
manufacturers in this country and an 
estimated 25,000 Volkswagen chassis, 
rescued from junkyards, are tootling 
around disguised as fiberglass sports 
cars of a sort. 

A man in Newport Beach, California, 
started it all. Bruce Meyers built his 
own 41-foot catamaran between jobs 
working as a fiberglass mould-maker 
for one of the many boat companies in 
Newport. In 1965 he spent a weekend 
in the sand dune area on the west coast 
near the town of Morro Bay. There he 
saw land yachts hiking along the 
beaches and funny-looking stripped 
cars chasing up and down the sand 
dunes. The cars fascinated Meyers 
most—they were so damn ugly, with 
just a bare chassis, a pair of seats bolted 
to the frame, a fully exposed V-8 engine 
and radiator up front and big fat tires 
at the rear to provide traction. They were 
and still are called ‘““waterpumpers’’. 

So the idea for the Meyers’ Manx 
was born. Take a lightweight VW 
platform with an air-cooled engine 
behind the rear driving wheels. Add a 
beautifully sculpted fiberglass body and 
you have a vehicle that is fun to drive 
and will go anywhere that a Jeep will 
go. And it is cheap, about $500 for 


the chassis and another $500 for the 
body kit. Anyone who knows the 
difference between a screwdriver and 
an end-wrench could put one together 
in a couple. of weekends. 

The first Manx, now known as “Old 
Red,” travelled thousands of miles in 
the dunes, over mountain trails and 
through the harsh badlands of lower 
California, the Baja peninsula. It didn't 
break, and the Jeep outdoor types were 
amazed when it proved its exceptional 
climbing ability without 4-wheel drive. 


Like the better mousetrap, friends 
clamored for duplicates. Operations 
were transferred from the Meyers’ 
garage to a small shop supplied by the 
publisher of Road & Track. The second 
car went to that magazine's editorial 
director. After a production run of nine 
cars, the shop was moved again, and in 
1968 the B.F. Meyers Co. moved once 
more into a new 28,500 square foot 
plant especially designed and equipped 
to mass produce the fiberglass bodies. 

But it hasn’t been easy sailing for the 
catamaran skipper. Early in the game he 
applied for and got a design patent. 
When copiers appeared all over the 
United States he took his case to the 
courts, picking the most flagrant violator 
who produced nearly a thousand imita- 
tions of very poor quality at a much 
lower price. A year and $28,000 later 
the court in San Jose, Calif. ruled no 


violation. This despite positive proof | 


that the defendants had bought a 
Meyers kit, made their own tooling via 
the simple process of using the pur- 
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A GUARANTEED 


INCOME FOR LIFE 
by using the 


ADVANCED CONCEPTS 


OF POKER’? 
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f NEW B 

AVAILABLE FOR IMMEDIATE DELIVERY 
Rx Sports and Travel Reports: 

“A lot of people who have always figured themselves 
to he poker players are going to find they belong 
with the ribbon clerks before they ‘ve read two pages 
of a new book by a plain-talking scholar.“ 

e “Starts in where the other poker manuals fold.” 
© “Dr. Wallace demolishes many a cherished poker 
rule of thumb,” 


e “If you're a poker player, this hook would have to 
he the best $12.50 investment you've made.“ 


This 100,000-word manual is now available after 
many years of preparation by Frank R. Wallace, Ph.D. 
This book shows, step by step, how you can win 
considerable money by applying the ‘‘Advanced Con- 
cepts of Poker’. Thousands of players from all over 
the world are quietly buying this book. This is what 
reviewers are saying: 
*‘Cutthroat. May shock the casual reader. One of the 
most readable and informative volumes to appear. "’ 
New Haven Register 
“A valuable eye opener.“ 
The Providence, Vancouver, B.C. 
“Presumably unobtainable at Las Vegas."’ 
Milwaukee Journal and King Features Syndicate 
“If poker is your thing, then this is your hook.” 
Bookman’s Weekly 
“Concentrates on the most important aspect— 
winning!" The Book Exchange, London 
“Shows how to psycho-poker-analyze opponents, 
how to read them, and how to milk them to their 
last dollar, *’ 
American Bridge Teachers Association Quarterly 
“Designed for players who want to make poker a 
means of livelihood. *’ Rouge et Noir News 


HERE ARE A FEW OF THE 
120 ADVANCED CONCEPTS REVEALED: 

© How to be an honest player who cannot lose at 
poker. 

© How to increase your advantage so greatly that 
you can break most games at will. 

® How to avoid winning too fast. 

© How to extract maximum money from opponents. 

© How to keep big losers in the game. 

© How to drive winning players from the game, | 

© How to lie and practice deceit. (Only in poker | 
can you do this and remain a heroic gentleman.) | 

® How to see unexposed cards without cheating. 

How to remember all exposed cards and ghost 

hands. 

® How to read closed hands of opponents. 

© How to beat dishonest players. 

© How to control the rules. 

° How to stimulate poor attitudes in opponents. 

°® How to make a good player disintegrate into a 
poor one. 

* How to manipulate opponents through distrac- 
tions and hypnosis. 

°® How to locate or create new games for bigger 
profits. 

© How to operate Major and Minor League games 
with a Farm System. 


Any or all of the 120 ‘Advanced Concepts of Poker” 
can be mastered by using the unique DTC technique, 
which will allow you to control poker games and their 
players. 

In addition to offering these powerful, money-making 
concepts, this book is an in-depth, definitive treatment 
of poker. The appendix, for example, contains the most 
complete glossary, bibliography, history ... and the 
only accurately defined tables of odds ever published. 

And, very important, the fundamental errors em- 
braced by the 133 poker books published in the past 
ninety years are systematically pointed out in this radi- 
cally different book. 

This book is also crucial for defense . . . for protection 
against players secretly using these concepts to 
extract your money. 

You can buy this $12.50 hardbound book frum 
the publisher for $9.95 (postpaid) until 9-15-70 
a ee ee ee ee ee es ee ee ee 
| & O PUBLISHING COMPANY, Box 644 
Wilmington, Delaware 19899 : 
©) Enclosed is my check or money order for $9.95 
for POKER, A GUARANTEED INCOME FOR LIFE by 
using the ADVANCED CONCEPTS OF POKER. 

O This is a gift () Chg. American Express 
0 Chg. Diners Club = Account +. 


(10-day money-back guarantee) 
aEach manual shipped in non-identifying carton. » of 
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chased pieces as the master plug or 
male form. 

During this period most of the 
imitators relieved their worries by making 
changes in the basic design, some 
minor, many major. But the damage was 
done and Meyers chose not to spend 
more time and money on an appeal. 
Instead he developed a second car 
designed especially and primarily for 


B 


off-road racing. This vehicle was starker 
and the kit was cheaper even though it 
included a simple tubular frame. Meyers 
called it the “Tow‘d” because the frame 
carried a tow bar which telescoped out 
of sight when not in use. About 1000 of 
these were sold in 1969. 

During that year, the new and rapidly 
growing dune buggy industry developed 
vehicles to suit virtually any taste. 
Names like Ocelot, Bugetla, Shilaka, 
Beachcomber were typical. The Berry 
Mini-T was a good seller, looking 
somewhat like the famous Ford, and the 
latest version seats four adults and uses 
a trunk to conceal the VW engine at the 
rear. 

Three dune buggy magazines hit the 
newsstands in 1969, of which Dune 
Buggies & Hot W's is the pioneer and 
largest seller. A look through the ads 
will show the strength and interest in 
this new branch of autosport. There are 
hundreds of small and large firms selling 
accessories for this market. For example, 
you can buy the pieces to exchange your 


smallest VW engine for a Chevrolet 
Corvair air-cooled six with up to 200 
horsepower. Or you can buy a. roller- 
bearing crankshaft for the VW engine 
and, along with other modifications, get 
upwards of 100 horsepower. 

Currently the Meyers firm is going 
into production on a new model called 
the “SR” (for street-roadster). Surveys 
showed that despite the extreme versa- 


Meyers with his streamlined Manx SR which will go anywhere a Jeep can go 


tility of the Manx about 80% of its 
owners never ventured off paved roads. 
So the SR has a fully enveloping coupe 
body with doors hinged to swing up- 
wards parallel to the side of the body. 

Other firms, though smaller than 
Meyers, are also showing new styles 
with easier entrance and exit, and more 
comfort. The Dearborn. Deserter has 
doors in the roof much like those in the 
Mercedes gullwing coupe. Others drop 
the sides down lower, (with no doors) 
much like the little “Jollywagons” seen 
on the Riviera in particular, and oc- 
casionally at some of the plush resorts 
in the Bahamas, Hawaii and Mexico. 
Off-road raeing activity has unfor- 
tunately become highly specialized and 
the most successful cars now are usually 
specials or at least modifications of the 
Meyers Tow’d. 

So the dune buggy craze shows no 
sign of being just a fad. People like to 
express their individuality by the type of 
car they drive and certainly these 
vehicles have personality. O+—yy 
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The elegance ot Sero shirtmanship—etched in the magniticence of a 
mirrored dress. Vibrant satin stripings provide added impetus to the 
manly Reiver collar...the Scoundrel® shaped body—an elegant venture 
in shirt versatility. A reflection of the fashionable look of the 70’s in the 
fresh comfort of Sero-Press in 65% Dacron polyester, 35% combed cotton, 


of AY 


MAN 


For the store nearest you, write SERO of New Haven, New Haven, Connecticut 


A division of National Apparel Corporation. 


if you could put Tareyton’s 
charcoal filter on your cigarette, 
youd have a better cigarette. 


But not as good as atTareyton. 
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Ponstel 


=? “Thats why us 
: = ' Tareyton smokers 
would rather fight 
than switch!” 


